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THE CANTERBURY TALES. 

WHANNE that April ^ith his sboures sote 
The droughte of March bath perced to the 
And bathed every veine in swiche licour, [rote, 
Of whicbe vertue engendred is the flour ; 
Whan Zephirns eke with his sote brethe 
Enspired hath in every holt and hethe 
The tendre crop pes, and the yonge sonne 
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours yronne, 
And smale foales maken melodie. 
That slepen alle night with open eye. 
So priketh hem nature in hir corages ; 
Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages, 
And palmeres for to seken strange strondes, 
To serve halwes couthe in sondry londes ; 
And specially, from every shires ende 
Of Englelond, to Canterbury they wende, 
The holy blisfal martyr for to seke, 
That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke. 

Befelle, that, in that seson on a day, 
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay, 
Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Canterbury with devoute corage. 
At night was come into that hostelrie 
Wei nine and twenty in a compagnie 
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2 Sj^e prologue. tits 

Of gondry folk, by aventure yfalle 
In felawship, and pilgrimes were they alle, 
That toward Canterbury wolden ride. 
The chambres and the stables weren wide, 
And wel we weren esed atte beste. 

And shortly, whan the sonne was gon to reste. 
So hadde I spoken with hem everich on. 
That I was of hir felawship anon. 
And made forword erly for to rise, 
To take oure way ther as I you devise. 

But natbeles, while 1 have time and space, 
Or that I fortker in tSiis tale pace, 
Me thinketh it accordant to reson, 
To tellen you alle the condition 
Of eche of hem, so as it semed me. 
And whiche they weren, and of what degre j 
And eke in what araie that they were iune : 
And at a knight than wol I firste beginne. 

A Knight ther was, and that a worthy man. 
That fro the time that he firste began 
To riden out, he loved chevalrie, 
Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtesie. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre. 
And therto hadde he ridden, no man ferre, 
As wel in Cristendom as in Hethenesse, 
And ever honoured for his worthinesse. 

At Alisandre he was whan it was wonne, 
Ful often time he hadde the bord begonne, 
Aboven alle nations, in Pruce. 
In Lettowe hadde he reysed and in Ruce, 
No cristen man so ofte of his degre. 
In Gernade at the siege eke hadde he be 
Of Algesir, and ridden in Belmarie. 
At Leves was he, and at Satalie, 
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59. '8C6e prologue. 3 

Whan they were wonne ; and in the Crete see 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 
At mortal batailles hadde he ben fiftene, 
And fougbten for our faith at Tramissene 
In listes thries, and ay slain his fo. 

This ilke worthy knight hadde ben also 
Somtime with the lord of Palatie, 
Agen another hethen in Turkie : 
And evermore he hadde a sovereine pris. 
And though that he was worthy he was wise. 
And of his port as meke as is a mayde. 
He never yet no vilanie ne sayde 
In alle his lif, unto no manere wight. 
He was a veray parfit gentil knight. 

But for to tellen you of his araie. 
His hors was good, but he ne was not gaie. 
Of fustian he wered a gipon, 
Alle besmotred with his habergeon, 
For he was late ycome fro his viage, 
And wente for to don his pilgrimage. 

With him ther was his sone a yonge Squieu* 
A lover, and a lusty bacheler, 
With lockes cruU as they were laide in presse. 
Of twenty yere of age he was I gesse. 
Of his stature he was of even lengthe, 
And wonderly deliver, and grete of strengthe. 
And he hadde be somtime in chevachie. 
In Flaundres, in Artois, and in Picardie, 
And borne him wel, as of so litel space, 
In hope to stonden in his ladies grace* 

Embrouded was he, as it were a mede 
Alle ful of fresshe floures, white and rede. 
Singing he was, or floyting alle the day. 
He was as fresshe, as is the moneth of May, 
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4 ©Je prologue, 93 

Short was his goune, with sieves long and wide. 

Wei coude he sitte on hors, and fayre ride. 

He coude songes make, and wel endite, 

Juste and eke dance, and wel pourtraie and write. 

So hote he loved, that by nightertale 

He slep no more than doth the nightingale. 

Curteis he was, lowly, and servisable, 
And carf before his fader at the table. 

A Yeman hadde he, and servantes no mo 
At that time, for him luste to ride so ; 
And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene. 
A shefe of peacock arwes bright and kene 
Under his belt he bare ful thriftily. 
Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly : 
His arwes drouped not with fetheres lowe. 
And in his bond he bare a mighty bowe, 

A riot-hed hadde he, with a broune visage. 
Of wood-craft coude he wel alle the usage. 
Upon his arme he bare a gaie bracer, 
And by his side a swerd and a bokeler, 
And on that other side a gaie daggere, 
Harneised wel, and sharpens point of spere: 
A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 
An home he bare, the baudrik was of grene. 
A forster was he sothely as I gesse. 

Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresse, 
That of hire smiling was ful simple and coy ; 
Hire gretest othe u'as but by Seint Eloy ; 
And she was cleped madame Eglentine. 
Ful wel she sange the service devine, 
Entuned in hire nose ful swetely ; 
And Frenche she spake ful fayre and fetisly, 
After the scole of Stratford-atte-bowe, 
For Frenche of Paris was to hire unknowe. 
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lay. Wbt ^cologue. 5 

At mete was she wel ytaiighte withalle 5 
She lette no morsel from hire lippes falle, 
Ne wette hire fingres in hire sauce depe. 
Wei coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe, 
Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire brest. 
In curtesie was sette fal moche hire lest. 
Hire over lippe wiped she so clene. 
That in hire cuppe was no ferthing sene 
Of grese, whan she dronken badde hire draught. 
Fal semelj after hire mete she raught. 
And sikerlj she was of grete disport. 
And ful plesant, and amiable of port, 
And peined hire to contrefeten chere 
Of court, and ben estatelich of manere, 
And to ben holden digne of reverence. 

But for to speken of hire conscience, 
She was so charitable and so pitous, 
She wolde wepe if that she saw a mous 
Caughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledde. 
Of smale houndes hadde she, that she fedde 
With rested flesh, and milk, and wastel brede. 
But sore wept she if on of hem were dede, 
Or if men smote it with a yerde smert : 
And all was conscience and tendre herte. 

Ful semely hire wimple ypiuched was ; 
Hire nose tretis ; hire eyen grey as glas ; 
Hire mouth ful smale, and therto soft and red ; 
But sikerly she hadde a fay re forehed. 
It was almost a spanne brode I trowe ; 
For hardily she was not undergrowe. 

Ful fetise was hire cloke, as I was ware. 
Of smale corall aboute hire arm she bare 
A pair of bedes, gauded all with grene ; 
And theron heng a broche of gold ful sbene, , 

^ ^ digitized by Google 



6 ^^e t^tologue. i6t. 

On whiche was first ywriten a crouned A, 
And after. Amor vincit omnia. 

Another Nonne also with hire hadde she. 
That was hire chapelleine, and Preestes thre. 

A Monk ther was, a fayre for the maistriey 
An out-rider, that loved venerie ; 
A manly man, to hen an abhot able. 
Ful many a deinte hors hadde he in stable : 
And whan he rode, men mighte his bridel here 
Gingeling in a whistling wind as clere. 
And eke as loude, as doth the chapell belle, 
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle. 

The reule of seint Maure and of seint Beneit, 
Because that it was olde and somdele streit, 
This ilke monk lette olde thinges pace, 
And held after the newe world the trace. 
He yave not of the text a pulled hen. 
That saith, that hunters ben not holy men ; 
Ne that a monk, whan he is rekkeles, 
Is like to a fish that is waterles ; 
This is to say, a monk out of his cloistre. 
This ilke text held he not worth an oistre. 
And I say his opinion was good. 
What shulde he 8tudie,and make himsel ven wood, 
Upon a book in cloistre alway to pore. 
Or swinken with his hondes, and laboure,. 
As Austin bit? how shal the world be served ? 
Let Austin have his swink to him reserved. 
Therfore he was a prickasoure a right : 
Greihoundes he hadde as swift as foul of flight : 
Of pricking and of hunting for the hare 
Was all his lust, for no cost wolde he spare. 

I saw his sieves purfiled at the bond 
With gris, and that the finest ojf|^reJond. 
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And for to fasten his hood under his chinne. 
He hadde of gold y wrought a carious piune : 
A loye-knotte in the greter end ther was. 
His hed was hailed, and shone as any glas, 
And eke his face, as it hadde ben anoint* 
He was a lord ful fat and in good point. 
His eyen stepe, and rolling in his hedy 
That stemed as a forneis of a led. 
His botes souple, his hors in gret estat, 
Now certainly he was a fay re prelat. 
He was not pale as a forpined gost. 
A fat swan loved he best of any rost. 
His palfrey was as broune as is a bery. 

A Frebb ther was, a wanton and a mery, 
A Limitour, a ful solempne man. 
In all the ordres fonre is non that can 
So moche of daliance and fay re langi^. 
He hadde ymade ful many a mariage 
Of yonge wimmen, at his owen cost. 
Until his ordre he was a noble post. 
Ful wel beloved, and familier was he 
With frankeleins over all in his contree, 
And eke with worthy wimmen of the toun]: 
For he had power of confession. 
As saide himselfe, more than a curat, 
For of his ordre he was licenciat. 
Ful swetely herdc he confession, 
And plesant was his absolution. 
He was an esy man to give penance, 
Ther as he wiste to ban a good pitance : 
For unto a poure ordre for 16 give 
Is signe that a man is wel yshrive. 
For if he gave, he dorste make avant, 
He wiste that a man was repentant. q^^^,^ 
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For many a man so hard is of his herte, 
He may not wepe although him sore smerte. 
Therfore in stede of weping and praieres, 
Men mote give silver to the poure freres. 
His tippet was ay farsed ful of knives, 
And pinnes, for to given fayre wives. 
And certainly he hadde a mery note. 
Wei coude he singe and plaien on a rote. 
Of yeddinges he bare utterly the pris. 
His nekke was white as the flour de lis. 
Therto he strong was as a champioun, 
And knew wel the tavernes in every toun, 
And every hosteler and gay tapstere, 
Better than a lazar or a beggere, 
For unto swiche a worthy man as he 
Accordeth nought, as by his faculte. 
To haven with sike lazars acquaintance. 

^ It is not honest, it may not avance, 
As for to delen with no swiche pouraille, 
But all with riche, and sellers of vitailie. 
And over all, ther as profit shuld arise, 
Curteis he was, and lowly of servise. 
Ther n'as no man now her so vertuous. 
He was the beste begger in all his hous : 
And gave a certaine ferme for the grant, 
Non of his bretheren came in his hauut. 
For though a widewe hadde but a shoo, 
(So plesant was his In principio) 

* Yet wold he have a ferthing or he went. 
His pourchas was wel better than his rent. 
And rage he coude as it hadde ben a whelp. 
In lovedayes, ther coude he mochel help. 
For ther was he nat like a cloisterere. 
With thredbare cope, as is a poureHSColere^ 
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But he was like a maister or a pope. 

Of double worsted was his semicope, 

That round was as a belle out of the presse. 

Somwhat he lisped for his wantonnesse. 

To make his English swete upon his tonge ; 

And in his harping, whan that he hadde songe. 

His ejen twinkeled in his hed aright, 

As don the sterres in a frosty night. 

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd. 

A Marchant was ther with a forked herd. 
In mottelee, and highe on hors he sat. 
And on his hed a Flaundrish bever hat. 
His botes elapsed fayre and fetisly. 
His resons spake he ful solempnely, 
Souning alway the encrese of his winning. 
He wold the see were kept for any thing 
Betwixen Middelburgh and Orewell. 
Wei coud he in eschanges sheldes selle. 
This worthy man ful wel his wit besette ; 
Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette. 
So stedefastly didde he his governance. 
With his bargeines, and with his chevisance. 
Forsothe he was a worthy man withalle, 
But soth to sayn, I n'ot how men him calle. 

A Clerk ther was of Oxenforde also, 
That unto logike hadde Jong ygo. 
As lene was his hors as is a rake. 
And he was not right fat, I undertake ; 
But loked hoi we, and therto soberly. 
Ful thredbare was his overest courtepy. 
For he hadde geten him yet no benefice, 
Ne was nought worldly to have an office. 
For him was lever ban at his beddes hed 
A twenty bokes, clothed in black or red,^ , 

Jigitized by VjOOQ IC 



10 Wbt l^rologue^ 097. 

Of Aristotle, and his philosophie, 
Than robes riche, or fidel> or saatrie. 
Bat all be that he was a philosophre, 
Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre, 
But all that he might of his frendes hente^ 
On bokes and on lerning he it spente, 
And besily gan for the soules praie 
Of hem, that yave him wherwith to scolaie. 
Of studie toke he moste cure and hede. 
Not a word spake he more than was nede ; 
And that was said in forme and reverence, 
And short and quike, and ful of high sentence. 
Souning in moral vertue was his speche. 
And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche. 
A Sergeant of the Lawe ware and wise^ 
That often hadde yben at the par u is, 
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 
Discrete he was, and of gret reverence : 
He semed swiche, his wordes were so wise, 
Justice he was ful often in assise, 
By patent, and by pleine commissioun ; 
For his science, and for his high renoun, 
Of fees and robes had he many on. 
So grete a pourchasour was nowher non. 
All was fee simple to him in effect, 
His pourchasiug might not ben in suspect. 
Nowher so besy a man as he ther n'as, 
And yet he semed besier than he was. 
In termes hadde he cas and domes alle, 
That fro the time of king Will, weren falle. 
Therto he coude endite, and make a thing, 
Ther coude no wight pinche at his writing. 
And every statute coude he plaine by rote. 
He rode but homely in a medlee ^o^^ole 
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Girt with a seint of silk, with barres smale ; 
Of his array tell I no lenger tale. 

A Frankelein was in this compagnie ; 
White was his herd, as is the dayesie. 
Of his complexion he was sanguin. 
Wei loved he by the morwe a sop in win. 
To liven in delit was ever his wone, 
For he was Epicures owen sone, 
That held opinion, that plein delit 
Was veraily felicite parfite. 
An hoasholder, and that a grcte was he ; 
Seint Julian he was in his contree. 
His brede, his ale, was alway after on ; 
A better envyned man was no wher non. 
Withouten bake mete never was his hous. 
Of fish and flesh, and that so plenteous, 
It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke, 
Of alle deintees that men coud of thiuke. 
After the sondry sesons of the yere, 
So changed he his mete and his soiipere. 
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe, 
And many a breme, and many a luce in stewe. 
Wo was his coke, but if his sauce were • 
Poinant and sbarpe, and redy all his gere. 
His table dormant in his halle alway 
Stode redy covered alle the longe day. 

At sessions ther was he lord and sire. 
Ful often time he was knight of the shire. 
An anelace and a gipciere all of silk, 
Heng at his girdel, white as morwe milk. 
A shereve hadde he ben, and a countour. 
Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour. 

An Haberdasher, and a Carpenter^ 
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Were alle yclothed in o livere, 
Of a solempue and grete fraternite. 
Ful freshe and newe hir gere ypiked was. 
Hir knives were ychaped not with bras. 
But all with silver wrought ful clene and wel, 
Hir girdeles and hir pouches every del. 
Wei semed eche of hem a fayre burgeis. 
To sitten in a gild halle, on the deis. 
Everich, for the wisdom that he can, 
Was shapelich for to ben an alderman. 
For catel hadden they ynough and rent, 
And eke hir wives wolde it wel assent : 
And elles certainly they were to blame. 
It is ful fayre to ben ycleped madame, 
And for to gon to vigiles all before. 
And have a mantel reallich ybore. 

A Coke they hadden with hem for the nones. 
To boile the chikenes and the marie bones, 
And poudre marchant, tart and galingale. 
Wel coude he knowe a draught of London ale. 
He coude roste, and sethe, and broile, and frie, 
Maken mortrewes, and wel bake a pie. 
But gret harm was it, as it though te me, 
That on his shinne a mormal hadde he. 
For blanc manger that made he with the best. 
• A Shipman was ther, woned fer by West : 
For ought I wote, he was of Dertemouth. 
He rode upon a rouncie, as he couthe, 
All in a goune of falding to the knee. 
A dagger hanging by a las hadde hee 
About his nekke under his arm adoun. 
The bote sommer hadde made his he we al broun. 
And certainly he was a good felaw. 
Ful many a draught of win he hadde draw 
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From Burdeux ward, while that the chapman 
Of nice conscience toke he no kepe. [slepe. 
If that he faugh t, and hadde the higher hand. 
By water he sent hem home to every land. 
But of his crafl to reken wel his tides, 
His stremes and his strandes him besides, 
His herberwe, his mone, and his lodemanage, 
Ther was non swiche, from Hull unto Cartage. 
Hardy he was, and wise, I undertake : 
With many a tempest hadde his herd be shake. 
He knew wel alle the havens, as they were, 
Fro Gotland, to the Cape de Finistere, 
And every creke in Bretagne and in Spaine : 
His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine. 

With us ther was a Doctoub of Phisike, 
In all this world ne was ther non him like 
To speke of phisike, and of surgerie : 
For he was grounded in astronomic. 
He kept his patient a ful gret del 
In houres by his magike naturel. 
Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent 
Of his images for his patient. 

He knew the cause of every maladie. 
Were it of cold, or bote, or moist, or drie, 
And wher engendred, and of what humour, 
He was a veray parfite practisour. 
The cause yknowe> and of his harm the rote, 
Anon he gave to the sike man his bote. 
Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries 
To send him dragges, and his lettuaries, 
For eche of hem made other for to winne : 
Hir frendship n*as not newe to beginne. 
Wel knew he the old Fsculapius, 
And Dioscorides, and eke Rufus ; 
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Old Hippocras, Hali, and GalHen ; , 
Serapion, Rasis, and Avicen ; 
Averrois, Damascene, and Constantln ; 
Bernard, and Gatisden, and Gilbertin. 
Of his diete mesurable was he. 
For it was of no superfluitee^ 
But of gret nourishing, and digestible. 
His studie was but litel on the Bible. 
In Bangui n and in perse he clad was alle 
Lined with tafiata, and with sendalle. 
And yet he was but esy of dispence : 
He kepte that he wan in the pestilence. 
For gold in phisike is a cordial ; 
Therfore he loved gold in special. 

A good WiF was ther of beside Bathe, 
But she was som del defe, and that was scathe. 
Of cloth making she hadde swiche an haunt. 
She passed hem of Ipres, and of Gaunt. 
In all the parish wif ne was ther non, 
That to the oiOfring before hire shulde gon, 
And if ther did, certain so wroth was she, 
That she was out of alle charitee. 
Hire coverchiefs weren ful fine of ground ; 
I dorste swere, they weyeden a pound ; 
That on the Sonday were upon hire hede. 
Hire hosen weren of fine scarlet rede, 
Ful streite yteyed, and shoon ful moist and newe. 
Bold was hir6 face, and fayre and rede of hew. 
She was a worthy woman all hire live, 
Housbondes at the chirche dore had she had five, 
Withouten other compagnie in youthe. 
But therof uedeth not to speke as nouthe. 
And thries hadde she ben at Jerusaleme. 
She hadde passed many a strange Jitreme. 
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At Rome she hadde ben, and at Boloine, 
In Galice at Seint James, and at Coloine. 
She coude moche of wandring by the way, 
(jat-tothed was she, sothly for to say. 
Upon an ambler esily she sat, 
Ywimpled wel, and on hire hede an hat. 
As brode as is a bokeler, or a targe. 
A fote-mantel about hire hippes large. 
And on hire fete a pair of sporre^ sharpe. 
In felawship wel coude she laughe and carpe 
Of remedies of love she knew parchance, 
For of that arte she coude the olde dance. 

A good man ther was of religioun, 
That was a poure Pebsonb of a toun : 
But riche he was of holy thought and werk. 
He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 
That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche. 
His parishens devoutly wolde he teche. 
Benigne he was, and wonder diligent, 
And in adversite ful patient : 
And swiche he was ypreved often sithes. 
Ful loth were him to cursen for his tithes. 
But rather wolde he yevcn out of doute, 
Unto his poure parishens aboute, 
Of his offring, and eke of his substance. 
He coude in litel thing have suffisance. 
Wide was his parish, and houses fer asonder, 
Bat he ne left nought for no rain ne thonder, 
In sikenesse and in mischief to visite 
The ferrest in his parish, moche and lite, 
Upon his fete, and in his hand a staf. 
This noble ensample to his shepe he yaf. 
That first he wrought, and afterward he taught. 
Out of the gospel he the wordes caught, 
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And this figure he added yet therto, 
That if gold ruste, what shuld iren do? 
For if a preest be foule, on whom we trust, 
No wonder is a lewed man to rust : 
And shame it is, if that a preest take kepe. 
To see a shitten shepherd, and clene shepe : 
Wei ought a preest ensample for to yeve, 
By his clenenesse, how his shepe shulde live. 

He sette not his benefice to hire, 
And lette his shepe aeombred in the mire. 
And ran unto London, unto Seint Poules, 
To seken him a chanterie for soules, 
Or with a brotherhede to be withold : 
But dwelt at home, and kepte wel his fold, 
So that the wolf ne made it not miscarie. 
He was a shepherd, and no mercenarie. 
And though he holy were, and vertuous, 
He was to sinful men not dispitous, 
Ne of his speche dangerous ne digne, 
But in his teching discrete and benigne. 
To drawen folk to heven, with fairenesse, 
By good ensample, was his besinesse : 
But it were any persone obstiuat. 
What so he were of highe, or low estat. 
Him wolde he snibben sharply for the nones. 
A better preest I trowe that nowher non is. 
He waited after no pompe ne reverence, 
Ne maked him no spiced conscience. 
But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve, 
He taught, but first he folwed it himselve. 

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother. 
That hadde ylaid of dong ful many a fother. 
A trewe swinker, and a good was he, 
Living in pees, and parfite charitee. 
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God loved he beste with alle his berte 
At alle times, were it gain or smerte. 
And than his neighebour right as himselve. 
He wolde thresh, and therto dike, and delve. 
For Cristes sake, for every, poure wight, 
Withouten hire, if it lay in his might. 

His tithes paied he ful fajre and wel 
Both of his propre swinke, and his catel. 
In a tabard he rode upon a mere. 

Ther was also a reve, and a millere, 
A sompnour, and a pardoner also, 
A manciple, and myself, ther n*ere no mo. 

The MiLLEB was a stout carl for the nones, 
Ful bigge he was of braun, and eke of bones; 
That proved wel, for over all ther he came, 
At wrastling he wold here away the ram. 
He was short shuldered brode, a thikke gnarre, 
Ther n^as no dore, that he n'olde heve of barre, 
Or breke it at a renning with his hede. 
His herd as any so we or fox was rede. 
And therto brode, as though it were a spade. 
Upon the cop right of his nose he hade 
A wert, and theron stode a tufte of heres. 
Rede as the bristles of a sowes eres. 
His uose-thirles blacke were and wide. 
A swerd and bokeler bare he by his side. 
His mouth as wide was as a forneis. 
He was a jangler, and a goliardeis, 
And that was most of sinne, and harlotries. 
Wel coude he stelen come, and toUen thries. 
And yet he had a thomb of gold parde. 
A white cote and a blew bode wered he. 
A baggepipe wel coude he blowe and soune, 
And therwithall he brought us out of toune. 
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A gentil Manciple was ther of a temple, 
Of which achatours mighten take ensemple 
For to ben wise in bying of vitaille. 
For whether that he paide, or toke by taiHe, 
Algate he waited so in his achate. 
That he was ay before in good estate. 
Now is not that of God a ful fayre grace. 
That swiche a lewed niannes wit shal pace 
The wisdom of an hepe of lered men ? 

Of maisters ])ad he mo than thries ten, 
That were of lawe expert and curious : 
Of which ther was a dosein in that hous, 
Worthy to ben stewardes of rent and lond 
Of any lord that is in Englelond, 
To maken him live by his propre good, 
In honour detteles, but if he were wood. 
Or live as scarsly, as him list desire; 
And able for to helpen all a shire 
In any cas that mighte fallen or happe ; 
And yet this manciple sette hir aller cappe. 

The Reve was a slendre colerike man, 
His herd was shave as neighe a& ever he can. 
His here was by his eres round yshorne. 
His top was docked like a preest beforue. 
Ful longe were his legges, and ful lene, 
Ylike a staff, ther was no calf ysene. 
Wei coude he kepe a garner and a binne : 
Ther was non auditour coude on him winne. 
Wei wiste he by the drought, and by the rain, 
The y elding of his seed, and of his grain. 
His lordes shepe, his nete, and his deirie, 
His swine, his hors, his store, and his pultrie, 
Were holly in this reves governing, 
And by his covenant yave he rekenins, 
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Sin that his lord was twenty yere of age ; 
Ther coude no man bring him in arerage* 
Tber n'as baillif, ne herde, ne other hiue. 
That he ne knew his sleight and his covine : 
They were adradde of him, as of the deth. 
His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth, 
With grene trees yshadewed was his place. 
He coude better than his lord pourchace* 
Ful rlche he was ystored privily. 
His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly, 
To yeve and lene him of his owen good. 
And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood. 
In youthe he lerned hadde a good mistere. 
He was a wel good wright, a carpeutere. 
This reve sate upon a right good stot, 
That was all pomelee grey, and highte Scot. . 
A longsurcote of perse upon he hade. 
And by his side he bare a rusty blade^ 
Of Norfolk was this reve, of which I tell, 
Beside a toun, men clepen Baldeswell. 
Tacked he was, as is a frere, aboute, 
And ever he rode the hinderest of the route. 

A SoMPNOUR was ther with us in that place, 
That hadde a fire- red cherubinnes face. 
For sausefleme he was, with eyen narwe. 
As bote he was, and likerous as a sparwe, 
With scalled browes blake, and pilled herd ; 
Of his visage children were sore aferd. 
Ther n'as quiksilver, litarge, ne brimston. 
Boras, ceruse, ne oile of tartre non, 
Ne oinement that wolde dense or bite, 
That him might helpen of his whelkes white,, 
Ne of the knobbes sitting on his chekes. 
Wel laved he garlike, onions, and lekes^^^g,^ 
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And for to drinke strong win as rede as blood. 
Than wolde be speke, and crie as he were wood. 
And whan that he wel dronken had the win. 
Than wold he speken no word but Latin. 
A fewe termes coude he, two or three, 
That he had lerned out of som decree ; 
No wonder isi he herd it all the day. 
And eke ye knowen wel, bow that a jay 
Can clepen watte, as wel as can the pope. 
But who so wolde in other thing him grope. 
Than hadde be spent all his philosophie, 
Ay, Questio quid juris, wolde he crie. 

He was a gentil harlot and a kind ; 
A better felaw shulde a man not find. 
He wolde suffre for a quart of wine, 
A good felaw to have bis concubine 
A twelve month, and excuse him at the full. 
Fill prively a finch eke coude be. pull. 
And if he found owhere a good felawe, 
He wolde techen him to have non awe 
In swiche a eas of the archedekenes curse ; 
But if a mannes soule were in his purse ; 
For in his purse he shulde ypunished be. 
Purse is the arcbedekens helle, said he. 
But wel I wote, he lied right in dede : 
Of cursing ought eche gilty man him drede. 
For curse wol sle right as assoiling saveth, 
And also ware him of a significavit. 

In danger hadde he at his owen gise 
The yonge girles of the diocise, 
And knew hir conseil, and was of hir rede. 
A gerlond hadde he sette upon his hede, 
As gret as it were for an alcstake : 
A bokeler hadde be made him of e cake. 
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With him ther rode a geiitil Paedonbrb 
Of Ronncevall, his frend and his compere. 
That streit was eomen from the court of Ilome. 
Ful loude he sang. Come hither, love, to me. 
This sompnoar bare to him a stiff bordoan, 
Was never trompe of half so gret a soun. 
This pardoner had here as yelwe as wax, 
But smoth it heng, as doth a strike of ilax : 
By unces heng his lokkes that he hadde. 
And tberwith he his shulders overspradde. . 
Ful thinne it lay, by culpons on and on, 
But hode, for jolite, ne wered he non, 
For it was trussed up in his wallet. 
Hiin thought he rode al of the newe get, 
Dishevele, sauf his cappe, he rode all bare. 
Swiche glaring eyen hadde he, as an hare. 
A vemicle hadde he sewed upon his cappe. 
His wallet lay beforne him in his lappe, 
Bret-ful of pardon come from Rome al bote. 
A vois he hadde, as smale as hath a gote. 
No herd hadde he, ne never non shulde have, 
As smothe it was as it were newe shave ; 
I trowe he were a gelding or a mare. 

But of his craft, fro Berwike unto Ware, 
Ne was ther swiche an other pardonere. 
For in his male he hadde a pilwebere, 
Which, as be saide, was oure ladies veil : 
He saide, he hadde a gobbet of the seyl 
Thatte seint Peter had, whan that he went 
Upon the see, till Jesu Crist him bent. 
He had a crois of laton ful of stones, 
And in a glas he hadde pigges bones. 
But with these relikes, whanne that he fond 
A poure persone dwellipg up on lo|i^,|,,, Google 
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Upon a day he gat bim more moneie 
Than that the persone gat in mouethes tweie« 
And thus with fained flattering and japes. 
He made the persone, and the peple, his apes. 

But trewely to tellen atte last. 
He was in chirche a noble ecdesiast. 
Wei coude be rede a lesson or a storie. 
But alderbest he sang an offertorie : 
For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe. 
He muste preche, and wel aflle his tonge. 
To winne silver, as he right wel eoude: 
Therfore he sang the merier and loiide. 

Now have I told you shortly in a clause, 
Th*estat, th'araie, the nombre, and eke the cause 
Why that assembled was this compagnie 
In Southwerk at this gentil hostelrie, 
Thathighte the Tabard, fasteW the Belle* 
But now is time to you for to telle. 
How. that we baren ms that ilke night, 
Whan we were in that hostelrie alight. 
And after wol I telle of our viage, 
And all the remenant of our pilgrimage. 

But firste I praie you of your curtesie, 
That ye ne arette it not my vilanie, 
Though that I plainly speke in this inaterey 
To tellen you hir wordes and hir chere ; 
Ne though I speke hir wordes proprely* 
For this ye knowen al so wel as I, 
Who so shall telle a tale after a man, - 
He moste reherse, as neighe as ever he can^ 
Everich word, if it be in his charge, 
All speke he never so rudely and so large ; 
Or elles he moste tellen his tale untrewe, 
Or feineu thinges, or finden wordes newe. 
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He may not spare, although he were his brother. 
He moste as wel sayn o word, as au other. 
Crist spake himself ful brode in holy writ. 
And wel ye wote no vilanie is it 
Eke Plato sayeth, who so can him rede, 
The wordes moste beu cosin to the dede. 

Also I praie you to forgive it me. 
All have I not sette folk in hir degree, 
Here in this tale, as that they shulden stonde. 
My wit is short, ye may wel understonde. 

Gret chere made oure hoste as everich on. 
And to the souper sette he us anon : 
And served us with vitaille of the beste* 
Strong was the win, and w£l to drinke us leste. 
A semely man our hoste was with alle 
For to ban ben a marshal in an haile. 
A large man he was with eyen stepe, 
A fairer burgeis is ther non in Chepe : 
Bold of his speche, and wise and wel y taught. 
And of manhood him lacked righte naught. 
Eke therto was he right a mery man. 
And afler souper plaien be began. 
And spake of mirthe amonges other thinges, 
WTian that we hadden made our rekeninges ; 
And saide thus ; Now, lordinges, trewely 
Ye ben to me welcome right hertily : 
For by my trouthe, if that I shal not lie, 
I saw nat this yere swiche a compagnie 
At ones in this herberwe, as is now. 
Fayn wolde I do you mirthe, and I wiste how. 
And of a mirthe I am right now bethought. 
To don you ese, and it shall coste you nought* 
Ye gon to Canterbury ; God you spede, 
The blisful martyr quite you your mede ^^^g,^ 
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And wel I wot, as ye gon by the way, 
Ye shapen you to talk en and to play : 
For trewely comfort ne mirtbe is non, 
To riden by the way dorobe as the ston : 
And therfore wold I maken you disport, 
As I said erst, and don you some comfort. 
And if you Hketh alle by on assent 
Now for to stonden at my jugement : 
And for to werchen as I shal you say 
To-morwe, whan ye riden on the way, 
Now by my faders soule that is ded. 
But ye be mery, smiteth of my hed. 
Hold up yonr hondes withouten more speche. 

Our conseil was not longe for to seche : 
Us thought it was not worth to make it wise. 
And granted him withouten more avise. 
And bad him say his verdit, as him leste. 

Lordihges, (quod he) now herkeneth for the 
But take it nat, I pray you, in disdain ; [beste ; 
This is the point, to spekc it plat and plain. 
That eche of you to shorten with youre way, 
In this viage, shal tellen tales tway, 
To Canterbury ward, I mcne it so. 
And homeward he shall tellen other two. 
Of aventures that whilom ban befalle. 
And which of you that bereth him best of alle. 
That is to sayn, that telleth in this cas 
Tales of best sentence and most solas, 
Shal have a souper at youre aller cost 
Here in this place sitting by this post. 
Whan that ye comen agen from Canterbury. 
And for to maken you the more mery, 
I wol myselven gladly with you ride, 
Right at min owen cost> and be y^r gide. 
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And who that wol my jugement withsay, 
Shal pay for alle we spenden by the way. 
And if ye vouchesanf that it be so, 
Telle me anon withouten wordes mo, 
And I wol erly shapen me therfore. 

This thing was granted, and our othes swore 
With ful glad herte, and praiden him also. 
That he wold voucliesauf for to don so, 
And that he wolde ben our governour, 
And of our tales juge and reportour, 
And sette a souper at a certain pris ; 
And we wol reuled ben at his devise, 
In highe and lowe: and thus by on assent. 
We ben accorded to his jugement 
And therupon the win was fette anon. 
We dronken, and to reste wenten eche on, 
Withouten any lenger tarying. 

A-morwe whan the day began to spring, 
Up rose our hoste, and was our aller cok. 
And gaderd us togeder in a flok, 
And forth we riden a litel more than pas, 
Unto the watering of Seint Thomas : 
And ther our hoste began his hors arest, 
And saide ; lordes, herkeneth if you lest. 
Ye wete your forword, and I it record. 
If even-song and niorwe-song accord. 
Let se now who shal telle the first tale. 
As ever mote I drinken win or ale, 
Who so is rebel to my jugement, 
Shal pay for alle that by the way is spent. 
Now draweth cutte, or that ye forther twinne. 
He which that hath the shortest shal begin ne. 

Sire knight, (quod he) my maister and my 
Now draweth cutte, for that is min a^jj^pj^d^lk 
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Cometh nere, (quod he) my lady prioresse. 
And ye, sire clerk, let be your sbamefastnesse^ 
Ne studieth nought; lay hand to, every man. 

Anon to drawen every wight began, 
And shortly for to tellen as it was, 
M'^ere it by aventnre, or sort, or cas, 
The sothe is this, the cutte felle on the knight, 
Of which ful blith and glad was every wight; 
And tell he must his tale as was reson, 
But forword, and by composition, 
As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo? 
And whan this good man saw that it was so. 
As he that wise was and obedient 
To kepe his forword by his free assent. 
He saide ; sithen I shal begin this game, 
What ? welcome be the cutte a goddes name. 
Now let us ride, and herkeneth what I say. 

And with that word we riden forth our way ; 
And he began with right a mery chere 
His tale anon, and saide as ye shul here. 

WHILOM, as olde stories tellen us, 
Ther was a duk that highte Theseus. 
Of Athenes he was lord and governour. 
And in his time swiche a conquerour, 
That greter was ther non under the sonne. 
Ful many a riche contree had he wonne. 
What with his wisdom and his chevalrie, 
He conquerd all the regne of Feminie. i 
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That whilom was ycleped Scythia ; 
And wedded the ^esshe queue Ipolita, 
And brought hire home with him to his contree 
With moehel glorie and gret solempnitee, 
And eke hire yonge suster Emclie. 
And thus with victorie and with roelodie 
Let I this worthy duk to Athenes ride, 
And all his host, in armes him beside. 

And certes, if it n'ere to long to here, 
I wolde have told you fully the manere. 
How wonnen was the regne of Feminie, 
By Theseus, and by his ehevalrie ; 
And of the grete bataille for the nones 
Betwix Athenes and the Amasones ; 
And how asseged was Ipolita 
The faire hardy queue of Scythia ; 
And of the feste, that was at hire wedding. 
And of the temple at hire home coming. 
But all this thing I moste as now forbere. 
I have, God wot, a large feld to ere ; 
And weke ben the oxen in my plow. 
The reraenant of my tale is long ynow« 
I wil not letten eke non of this route. 
Let every felaw telle his tale aboute, 
And let se now who shal the souper winne. 
Ther as I left, I wil agen begin ne. 

This duk, of whom I made mentioun, 
Whan he was comen almost to the toun, 
In all his wele and in his moste pride. 
He was ware, as he cast his eye aside, 
Wher that ther kneled in the highe wey 
A compagnie of ladies, twey and twey, » 

Eche after other, clad in clothes blake : 
But swiche a crie and swiche a wo 
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That in this world n*is creature living. 
That ever herd swiche another waimenting. 
And of this crie ne wolde they never stenten. 
Till they the reines of his bridel henten. 

What folk be ye that at min home coming 
Perturben so my feste with crying? 
Quod Theseas ; have ye so grete envie 
Of min honour, that thus complaine and crie ? 
Or who hath you misboden, or offended ? 
Do telle me, if that it may be amended; 
And why ye be thus clothed alle in blake ? 

The oldest lady of hem all than spake, 
Whan she had swonned, with a dedly chere, 
That it was reuthe for to seen and here. 
She sayde ; lord, to whom fortune hath yeven 
Victorie, and as a conquerour to liven. 
Nought greveth us your glorie and your honour; 
But we beseke you of mercie and socour, 
Have mercie on our woe and our distresse. 
Som drope of pitee, thiirgh thy gentillesse, 
Upon us wretched wimmen let now falle. 
For certes, lord, ther n*is non of us alle, 
That she n'hath ben a duchesse or a queue ; 
Now be we caitives, as it is wel sene : 
Thanked be fortune, and hire false whele, 
That non estat ensureth to be wele. 
And certes, lord, to abiden your presence 
Here in this temple of the goddesse Clemence 
We ban ben waiting all this fourtenight : 
Now helpe us, lord, sin it lieth in thy might. 

I wretched wight, that wepe and waile thus, 
Was whilom wif to king Capaneus, 
That starfe at Thebes, cursed be that day: 
And alle we that ben in this ara^^ogi^ 
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And maken all this lamentation, 
We losten alle our hasbondes at that toun. 
While that the sege therabouten lay. 
And yet now the olde Creon, wala wa ! 
That lord is now of Thebes the citee, 
Fulfilled of ire and of iniquitee, 
He for despit, and for his tyrannic. 
To don the ded bodies a vilanie. 
Of alle our lordes, which that ben yslawe, 
Hath alle the bodies on an hepe ydrawe, 
And will not sufiVen hem by non assent 
Neyther to ben yberied, ne y brent, 
But maketh houndes ete liein in despite. 

And with that word, withouten more respite 
They fallen grofF, and crien pitously ; 
Have on us wretched wimmen som mercy, 
And let our sorwe sinkcn in thin herte. 

This gentil duk doun from his courser sterte 
With herte pitous, whan he herd hem speke. 
Him though te that his herte wolde all to-breke, 
Whan he saw hem so pitous and so mate, 
That whilom weren of so gret estate. 
And in his armes he hem all up hent«. 
And hem comforted io ful good entente, 
And swore his oth, as he was trewe knight. 
He wolde don so ferforthly his might 
Upon the tyrant Creon hem to wreke, 
That all the peple of Grece shulde speke, 
How Creon was of Theseus yserved, 
As he that hath his deth ful wel deserved. 

And right anon withouten more abode 
His banner he displaide, and forth he rode 
To Thebes ward, and all his host beside : 
No nere Athenes n'olde he go ne ''j^f/^^jQoQQie 
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Ne take his ese fully half a day, 

But onward on his way that night he lay : 

And sent anon Ipolita the queue. 

And Enielie hire yonge sister shene 

Unto the toun of Athenes for to dwell : 

And forth he rit ; ther n'is no more to tell. 

The red statue of Mars with spere and targe 
So shineth in his white banner large, 
That all the feldes gUteren up and doun : 
And by his banner borne is his penon 
Of gold ful riche, in which ther was ybete 
The Minotaure which that he slew in Crete. 
Thus rit this duk, thus rit this conquerour, 
And in his host of chevalrie the flour, 
Til that he came to Thebes, and alight 
Fay re in a feld, ther as he thought to figlit. 
But shortly for to speken of this thing, 
With Creon, which that was of Thebes king, 
He fought, and slew him manly as a knight 
In plaine bataille, and put his folk to flight : 
And by assaut he wan the citee after, 
And rent adoun bothe wall and sparre, and rafter ; 
And to the ladies he restored again 
The bodies of hir housbondes that were slain, 
To don the obsequies, as was tho the gise. 

But it were all to long for to devise 
The grete clamour, and the waimenting, 
Whiche that the ladies made at the brenning 
Of the bodies, and the gret honour, 
That Theseus the noble conquerour 
Doth to the ladies, whan they from him wente : 
But shortly for to telle is min entente. 

Whan that this worthy duk, this Theseus, 
Hath Creon slaine, and wonnen ^Thebes thus, 
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Still in the feld he toke all night his reste. 
And did with all the con tree as him teste. 
To ransake in the tas of bodies dede, 
Hem for to stripe of harneis and of wede, 
The pillours dide hir besinesse and cure, 
After the bataille and discomfiture. 
And so befell, that in the tas they found, 
Thurgh girt with many a grevoas blody wound, 
Two yonge knightes Hgging by and by, 
Bothe in on armes, wrought ful richely : 
Of whiehe two, Arcita highte that on. 
And he that other highte Palamon. 
Not fully quik, ne fully ded they were. 
But by hir cote-arm ure, and by hir gere, 
The heraudes knew hem wel in special. 
As tho that weren of the blod real 
Of Thebes, and of sustren two yborne. 
Out of the tas the pillours ban hem tome, 
And ban hem caried soft unto the tente 
Of Theseus, and he ful sone hem sente 
To Athenes, for to dwellen in prison 
PerpGtuel, he n'olde no raunson. 
And whan this worthy duk had thus ydon. 
He toke his host, and home he rit anon 
With laurer crouned as a conquerour ; 
And ther he liveth in joye and in honour 
Terme of his lif ; what nedeth wordes mo ? 
And in a tour, in anguish and in wo, 
Dwellen this Palamon and eke Arcite, 
For evermo, ther may no gold hem quite. 

Thus passeth yere by yere, and day by day, 
Till it felle ones in a morwe of May 
That Emelie, that fayrer was to sene 
Than is the lilie upon his stalke grene. 
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And fressher than the May with floures newe, 
(For with the rose colour strof hire hewe; 
I n'ot which was the finer of hem two) 

r it was day, as she was wont to do, 
She was arisen, and all redy dight. 
For May wol have no slogardie a-night. 
The seson priketh every gen til herte, 
And maketh him out of his slepe to sterte, 
And sayth, arise, and do thin ohservance. 

This maketh Emelie hau remembrance 
To don honour to May, and for to rise. 
Yclothed was she fresshe for to devise. 
Hire yelwe here was broided in a tresse, 
Behind hire back, a yerde long I gesse. 
And in the gardin at the sonne uprist 
She walketh up and doun wher as hire list. 
She gathereth floures, partie white and red. 
To make a sotel gerlond for hire hed. 
And as an angel hevenlich she song. 
The grete tour, that was so thikke and strong, 
Which of the castel was the chef dongeon, 
(Wher as these knightes weren in prison. 
Of which I tolde you, and tellen sbal) 
Was even joinant to the gardin wall, 
Ther as this Emelie had hire playing. 

Bright was the sonne, and clere that morwening, 
And Palamon, this woful prisoner. 
As was his wone, by leve of his gayler 
Was risen, and romed in a chambre on high, 
In which he all the noble citee sigh. 
And eke the gardin, ful of branches grene, 
Ther as this fresshe Emelia the shene 
Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun. 

This sorweful prisoner, this Palamon 
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Goth in his chambre roming to and fipo, 
And to himselfe complaining of his-wo: 
That he was borne, ful oft he sayd, alas ! 

And so befell, by aventure or cas, 
That thurgh a window thikke of manj a barre 
Of yren gret, and square as any sparre. 
He cast his eyen upon Emelia, 
And therwithal he blent and cried, a ! 
As though he stongen were unto the herte. 

And with that crie Arcite anon up sterte^ 
And saide, cosin min, what eyleth thee, 
That art so pale and dedly for to see ? 
Why cridest thou ? who hath thee don offence ? 
For goddes love, take all in patience 
Our prison, for it may non other be. 
Fortune hath yeven us this adversite. 
. Som wikke aspect or disposition 
Of Saturne, by som constellation. 
Hath yeven us this, although we had it sworn. 
So stood the heven whan that we were born, 
We moste endure : this is the short and plain. 
This Palamon answerde, and sayde again ; 
Cosin, forsoth of this opinion 
Thou hast a vaine imagination. 
This prison caused me not for to crie. 
But I was hurt right now thurghout roin eye 
Into min herte, that wol my bane be. 
The fayrnesse of a lady that I se 
Yond in the gardin roming to and fro, 
Is cause of all my crying and my wo. 
I n'ot whe'r she be woman or goddesse. 
But Venus is it, sothly, as I gesse. 

And therwithall on knees adoun he fill, 
And sayde : Venus, if it be your will 
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You in this gardin thus to transfigure, 
Beforn me sorweful wretched creature. 
Out of thb prison helpe that we may scape. 
And if so be our destinee be shape 
By eteroe word to dien in prison. 
Of ourlignage have som compassion, 
That is so low ybrought by tyrannic. 

And with that word Arcita gan espie 
Wher as this lady romed to and fro. 
And with that sight hire beautee hurt him so. 
That if that Palamon were wounded sore, 
Arcite is hurt as moche as he, or more. 
And with a sigh he sayde pitously : 
The fresshe beautee sleth me sodenly 
Of hire that rometh in the yonder place. 
And but I have hire mercie and hire graee. 
That I may seen hire at the leste way, 
I n'am but ded ; ther n'is no more to say. 

. This Palamon, whan he these wordes herd, 
Dispitously he loked, and answerd : 
Whether sayest thou this in ernest or in play ? 

Nay, quod Arcite, in ernest by my fay. 
God helpe me so, me lust full yvel ploy. 

This Palamon gan knit his browes twey. 
It were, quod he, to thee no gret honour 
For to be false, ne for to be traytour 
To me, that am thy cosin and thy brother 
Ysworne ful depe, and eche of us to other, 
That never for to dien in the peine. 
Til that the deth departen shal us tweine, 
Neyther of us in love to hindre other, 
Ne in non other cas, my leve brother ; 
But that thou shuldest trewely for ther me 
Id every oas, as I ehuld forther thee. 
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This was thin oth, and min also certain ; 
I wot it weU thou darst it not withsain. 
Thus art thou of my conseil out of doute. 
And now thou woldest falsly ben aboute 
To love my lady, whom I love and serve. 
And ever shal, til that min herte sterve. 

Now certes, false Arcite, thou shalt not so. 
I loved hire firste, and tolde thee my wo 
A^ to my conseil, and my brother sworne 
To forther me, as I have told beforne. 
For which thou art ybounden as a knight 
To he! pen me, if it lie in thy might, 
Or elles art thou false, I dare wel sain. 

This Arcita full proudly spake again. 
Thou shalt quod he, be rather false than I. 
And thou art false, I tell thee utterly. 
For par amour I loved hire first or thou. 
What wolt thou sayn ? thou wisted nat right now 
Whether she were a woman or a goddesse^ 
Thin is affection of holinesse, 
And min is love, as to a creature : 
For which I tolde thee min aventnre 
As to my cosin, and my brother sworne. 

I pose, that thou lovedest hire beforne : 
Wost thou not wel the olde clerkes sawe, 
That who shall give a lover any lawe 1 
Love is a greter lawe (by my pan) 
Then may be yeven of any erthly man : 
And therfore positif lawe, and swiche decree 
Is broken all day for love in eche degree. 
A man moste nedes love maugre his bed. 
He may not fleen it, though he shuid be ded, 
All be she maid, or wide we, or elles wif. 

Aud eke it is not likely all thy lif 
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To Btonden in hire grace, no more shal I : 
For wel thou wost thyselven veraily, 
That thou and I be damned to prison 
Perpetue], us gaineth no raunson. 

We strive, as did the houndes for the bone, 
They fought all day, and yet hir part was nope : 
Ther came a ky te, while that they were so wrothe, 
And bare away the bone betwix hem bothe. 
And therfore at the kinges court, my brother, 
Eche man for himself, ther is non other. 
Love if thee lust ; for I love and ay shal : 
And sothly, leve brother, this is al. 
Here in this prison mosten we endure, 
And everich of us take his aventure. 

Gret was the strif, and long betwix hem twey. 
If that I hadde leiser for to sey : 
But to th' effect. It happed on a day, 
(To tell it you as shortly as I may) 
A worthy duk that highte Perithous, 
That felaw was to this duk Theseus 
Sin thilke day that they were children lite, 
Was come to Athenes, his felaw to visite. 
And for to play, as he was wont to do. 
For in this world he loved no man so : 
And he loved him as tendrely again. 
So wel they loved, as olde bokes sain, 
That whan that on was ded, sothly to telle, 
His felaw wente and sought him doun in helle : 
But of that storie list me not to write. 

Duk Perithous loved wel Arcite, 
And had him knowe at Thebes yere by yere : 
And finally at request and praiere 
Of Perithous, withouten any raunson 
Duk Theseus him let out of prison^ 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Frely to gOD, wher that him list over all. 
In swiche a gise, as I yoa tellen shall. 

This was the forword, plainly for to endite, 
Betwixen Theseus and him Areite : 
That if so were, that Areite were yfound 
Ever in his lif, by day or night, o stound 
In any contree of this Theseus, 
And he were caught, it was accorded thus, 
That with a swerd he shulde lese his hed ; 
Ther was non other remedie ne rede. 
Bnttaketh hisleve,and homeward he him spedde ; 
Let him beware, his nekke lieth to wedde. 

How gret a sorwe sufFereth now Areite? 
The deth he feleth thurgh his herte smite ; 
He wepeth, waileth, crieth pitously ; 
To sleen himself he waiteth prively. 
He said ; Alas the day that I was borne ! 
Now is my prison werse than beforne : 
Now is me shape eternally to dwelle 
Not only in purgatorie, but in belle. 
Alas ! that ever I knew Perithous. 
For elles had I dwelt with Theseus 
Yfetered in his prison ever mo. 
Than had I ben in blisse, and not in wo. 
Only the siglit of hire, whom that I serve, 
Though that I never hire grace may deserve, 
Wold have sufficed right ynough for me. 

O dere cosin Palamon, quod he. 
Thin is the victorie of this aventure. 
Ful blisful in prison maiest thou endure : 
In prison ? certes nay, bat in paradise. 
Wei hath fortune y turned thee the dise. 
That hast the sight of hire, and I th' absence. 
For possible is, sin thou hast hire presence, 
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And art a knight, a worthy and an ahle, 
That by som cas, sin fortune is changeable. 
Thou maiest to thy desir som time atteine. 
But I that am exiled, and barreine 
Of alle grace, and in so grot despaire. 
That ther n*is erthe, water, fire, ne aire, 
Ne creature, that of hem maked is. 
That may me hele, or don comfort in this, 
Wei ought I sterve in wanhope and distresse. 
Farewel my lif, my lust, and my gladnesse. 

Alas, why plainen men so in commune 
Of purveyance of God, or of fortune. 
That yeveth hem ful oft in many a gise 
Wei better than they can hemself devise? 
Som man desireth for to have riohesse. 
That cause is of his murdre or gret siknesse. 
And som man wold out of his prison fayn, 
That in his house is of his roeinie slain. 
Infinite harmes ben in this matere. 
We wote not what thing that we praien here. 
We faren as be that dronke is as a mous. 
A dronken man wot wel he hath an hous. 
But he ne wot which is tlie right way thider, 
And to a dronken man the way is slider. 
And certes in this world so faren we. 

We seken fast after felicite. 
But we go wrong ful often trewely. 
Thus we may sayen alle, and namely I, 
That wende, and had a gret opinion, 
That if I mig^ht escapen fro prison 
Than had I ben in joye and parfite hele, 
Ther now I am exiled fro my wele. 
Sin that I may not seen you, Emelie, 
I n'am but ded ; ther n*is no remedie. 
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Upon that oth)er side Palamon, 
Whan tliat he wist Arcita was agon, 
Swiche sorwe he roaketh, that the grete tour 
Besouned of his yelh'ng and clamoar. 
The pure fetters on his shinnes grete 
Were of his bitter salte teres wete. 

Alas ! qnod he, Arcita cosin min, 
Of all our strif, God wot, the fnite is thin. 
Thou walkest wow in Tbebes at thy large, 
And of my wo thou ye vest litel charge. 
Thou maist, sith thou hast wisdom and manhede, 
Assemblen all the folk of our kinrede. 
And make a werre so sharpe on this con tree. 
That by som aventure, or som tretee, 
Thou maist have hire to lady and to wif, 
For whom that I must nedes lese my lif. 
For as by way of possibilitee, 
Sith thou art at thy large of prison free, 
And art a lord, gret is thin a vantage, 
More than is min, that sterve here in a cage. 
For I may wepe and waile, while that I live, 
With all the wo that prison may me yeve. 
And eke with ))eine that love me yeveth also, 
That doubleth all my tour men t and my wo, 

Therwith the fire of jalousie up sterte 
Within his brest, and bent him by the herte 
So woodly, that he like was to behold 
The box-tree, or the ashen ded and cold. 
Than said he ; O cruel goddes, that governe 
This world with binding of your word eterne, 
And writen in the table of athamant 
Your parlement and your eterne grant. 
What is mankind more unto you yhold 
Than is the shepe, that rouketh in the fold ? 
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For slain is man, right as another beest, 
And dwelleth eke in prison, and arrest, 
And hath siknesse, and gret adversite, 
And oftentimes gilteles parde. 

What governance is in this prescience, 
That gilteles turmenteth innocence ? 
And yet encreseth this all my penance, 
That man is bounden to his observance 
For Ooddes sake to leten of his will, 
Ther as a beest may all his lust fulfill. 
And whan a beest is ded, he hath no peine ; 
But man after his deth mote wepe and pleine, 
Though in this wprld he have care and wo : 
Withouten do&te it maye stonden so. 

The answer of this lete I to divines. 
But wel I wote, that in this world gret pine is. 
Alas I I see a serpent or a thefe, 
That many a trewe man hath d6 meschefe, 
Gon at his large, and wher him lust may turn. 
But I moste ben in prison thurgh Saturn, 
And eke thurgh Juno, jalous and eke wood, 
That hath wel neye destruied all the blood 
Of Thebes, with his waste walles wide. 
And Venus sleeth me on that other side 
For jalousie, and fere of him Arcite. 

Now wol I stent of Palamon a lite, 
And leten him in his prison still dwelle, 
And of Arcita forth I wol you telle. 

The sommer passeth, and the nightes long 
Encresen double wise the peines strong 
Both of the lover, and of the prisoner, 
I n'ot which hath the wofuller mistere. 
For, shortly for to say, this Palamon 
Perpetueliy is damned to prison,^ 
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In cbkines and in fetters to ben ded ; 
And Arcite is exiled on his hed 
For evermore as out of that contree, 
Ne never more he shal his lady see. 

Yon lovers axe I now this question. 
Who hath the werse, Arcite or Palamou ? 
That on may se his lady day by day. 
But in prison moste he dwellen alway. 
That other wher him last may ride or go, 
But sen his lady shal he never mo. 
Now demeth as you liste, ye that can. 
For I wol tell you forth as I began. 

Whan that Arcite to Thebes^comen was, 
Ful oh a day he swelt and said alas, 
For sen his lady shal he never mo. 
And shortly to concluden all his wo, 
So mochel sorwe hadde never creature, 
That is or shal be, while the world may dure. 
His slepe, his mete, his drinke is him byraft. 
That lene he wex, and drie as is a shaft. 
His eyen hoi we, and grisly to behold, 
His hewe falwe, and pale as ashen cold, 
And solitary he was, and ever alone, 
And wailing all the night, making his mone. 
And if he herde song or instrument, 
Than wold he wepe, he mighte not be stent. 
So feble were his spirites, and so low. 
And changed so, that no man coude know 
His speche ne his vois, though men it herd. 
And in his gere, for all the world he ferd 
Nought only like the lovers maladie 
Of Ereos, but rather ylike manie, 
Engendred of humours melancolike, 
Beforne his hed in his celle fantastike. 
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And short] J turned was all up so doun 
Both habit and eke dispoHitioun 
Of him, this woful lover dan Arcite. 
What shuld I all day of his wo endite ? 

Whan he endured had a yere or two 
This cruel torment, and this peine and wo. 
At Thebes, in his con tree, as I said. 
Upon a night in slepe as he him laid, 
Him thought how that the winged god Mercury 
Beforne him stood, and bad him to be merj. 
His slepy yerde in bond he bare upright; 
An hat he wered upon his heres bright. 
Arraied was this god (as he toke kepe) 
As he was whan that Argus take his slepe ; 
And said him thus: To Athenes shalt thou 
Ther is thee shapen of thy wo an ende. [wende; 

And with that word Arcite awoke and stert. 
Now trewely how sore that ever me smert. 
Quod he, to Athenes right now wol I fare, 
Ne for no drede of deth shal I not spare 
To se my lady, that I love and serve ; 
In hire presence I rekke not to sterve. 
And with that word he caught a gret mirrour, 
And saw that changed was all his colour. 
And saw his visage all in another kind. 
And right anon it ran him in his mind, 
That sith his face was so disfigured 
Of maladie the which he had endured, 
He mighte wel, if that he bare him lowe, 
Live in Athenes evermore unknowe, 
And sen his lady wel nigh day by day. 
And right anon he changed his aray. 
And clad him as a poure labourer. 
And all alone, save only a squier, 
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That knew his privitee and all his cas^ 
Which was disguised pourely as he was, 
To Athenes is he gon the nexte way. 
And to the court he went upon a day, 
And at the gate he proffered his service. 
To dnigge and draw, what so men wold devise. 
And shortly of this matere for to sayn, 
He fell in office with a chamberlain. 
The which that dwelling was with Emelie. 
For he was wise, and coude sone espie 
Of every servant, which that served hire. 
Wei coude he he wen wood, and water here. 
For he was yonge and mighty for the nones. 
And therto he was strong and big of bones 
To don that any wight can him devise. 
A yere or two he was in this service. 
Page of the chambre of Emelie the bright; 
And Philostrate he sayde that he bight. 
Bat half so wel beloved a man as he, 
Ne was ther never in court of his,degre. 
He was so gen til of conditioun. 
That thurghout all the court was his renoun. 
They sayden that it were a charite 
That Theseus wold enhaunsen his dogre, 
And putten him in worshipful service, 
Ther as he might his vertnes exercise. 
And thus within a while his name is spronge 
Both of his dedes, and of his good tonge. 
That Theseus hath taken him so ner 
That of hid chambre he made him a squier, 
And gave him gold to mainteine his degre ; 
And eke men brought him out of his contre 
Fro yere to yere ful prively his rent. 
But honestly and sleighly he it spent, 
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That no man wondred how that he it hadde. 
And thre yere in this wise his lif he ladde, 
And bare him so in pees and eke in werre, 
Ther n'as no man that Theseus hath derre. 
And in this blisse let I now Arcite, 
And speke I wol of Falamon a lite. 

In derkenesse and horrible and strong prison 
This seven yere hath sitten Palamon, 
Forpined, what for love and for distresse. 
Who feleth double norwe and hevinesse 
But Palamon ? that love distraineth so, 
That wood out of his wit he goth for wo, 
And eke therto he is a prisonere 
Perpetuell, not only for a yere. 

Who coude rime in English proprely 
His martirdom ? forsoth it am not I, 
Therfore I passe as lightly as I may. 
It fell that in the seventh yere in May 
The thridde night, (as olde bokes sayn, 
That all this storie tellen more plain) 
Were it by aventure or destinee, 
(As, whan a thing is shapen, it shal be,) 
That sone after the midnight, Palamon 
By helping of a frend brake his prison, 
And fleeththe cite faate as he may go. 
For he had yeven drinke his gayler so 
Of a clarre, made of a certain wine, 
With narcotikes and opie of Thebes fine, 
That all the night though that men wold him shake. 
The gailer slept, he mighte not awake. 
And thus he fleeth as faste as ever he may. 

- The night was short, and faste by the day, 
That uedes cost he moste himselven hide. 
And to a grove faste ther beside 
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With dredful foot than stalketh Palamon. 

For shortly this was his opinion, 

That in that grove he wold him hide all daj. 

And in the night than wold be take his waj 

To Thebes ward, his frendes for to preie 

On Theseus to helpen him werreie. 

And shortly, eyther he wold lese his lif. 

Or winnen Emelie unto his wif. 

This is the effect, and his entente plein. 

Now wol I turnen to Arcite agein, 
That litel wist bow neighe was his care. 
Til that fortune had brought him in the snare. 
The besy larke, the messager of day, 
Saleweth in hire song the morwe gray ; 
And firy Phebus riseth up so bright. 
That all the orient laugheth of the sight. 
And with his stremes drieth in the greves 
The silver dropes, hanging on the leves, 
And Arcite, that is in the court real 
With Theseus the squier principal, 
Is risen, and loketh on the mery day. 
And for to don his observance to May, 
Remembring on the point of his desire. 
He on his courser, sterting as the fire, 
Is ridden to the feldes him to pley. 
Out of the court, were it a mile or twey. 
And to the grove of which that I you told. 
By aventure his way he gan to hold, 
To maken him a gerlond of the greves, 
Were it of woodbind or of hauthorn leves. 
And loud he song agen the sonne shene. 

O Maye, with all thy floures and thy grene. 
Right welcome be thou faire freshe May, 
I hope that I some grene here getten may. 
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And from his courser, with a lustj'herte 
Into the grove ful hastily he sterte, 
And in a path he roined np and doun, 
Ther as by aventure this Palaraon 
Was in a bush, that no man might him se. 
For sore afered of his deth was he. 
Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite. 
God wot he wold have trowed it ful lite. 
But soth is said, gon sithen are many yeres, 
That feld hath eyen, and the wood hath eres. 
It is ful faire a man to here him even, 
For al day meten men at unset Steven. 
Ful litel wote Arcite of his felaw, 
That was so neigh to herken of his saw, 
For in the bush he sitteth now ful still. 

Whan that Arcite had romed all his fill, 
And songen all the roundel lustily, 
Into a studie he fell sodenly, 
As don these lovers in hir queinte geres, 
Now in the crop, and now doun in the breres, ' 
Now up, now doun, as boket in a well. 
Right as the Friday, sothly for to tell, 
Now shineth it, and now it raiueth fast, 
Right so can gery Venus overcast 
The hertes of hire folk, right as hire day 
Is gerfull, right so changeth she aray. 
Selde is the Friday all the weke ylike. 

Whan Arcite hadde ysonge, he gan to sike, 
And set him doun withouten any more : 
Alas I (quod he) the day that I was bore ! 
How longe, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee 
Wilt thou werreien Thebes the citee ? 
Alas ! ybrought is to confusion 
The blood real of Cadme and Amjphion : 
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Of Cadmus, which that was the firstc man. 

That Thebes built, or firste the tout) began, 

And of the citee firste was crouned king. 

Of his linage am I, and his ofspring 

Bj veray line, as of the stok real : 

And now I am so caitif and so thral, 

That he that is my mortal enemy, 

I serve him as his squier pourely. 

And yet doth Juno me wel more shame. 

For I dare not beknowe min owen name, 

But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite, 

Now highte I Philostrat, not worth a mite. 

Alas! thod fell Mars, alas! thou Juno, 

Thus hath your ire our linage all fordo, 

Save only me, and wretched Palamon, 

That Theseus martireth in prison. 

And over all this, to slen me utterly. 

Love hath his firy dart so brenninc^jy 

Ystiked thurgh my trewe careful hert. 

That shapen was my deth erst than my shert. 

Ye slen me with your eyen, Emelie; 

Ye ben the cause wherfore that I die. 

Of all the remenant of rain other care 

Ne set I not the mountance of a tare. 

So that I coud don ought to your plesance. 

And with that word he fell doun in a trance 
A longe time ; and afterward up sterte 
This Palamon, that thought thurghout his herte 
He felt a colde swerd sodenly glide : 
For ire he quoke, no lenger wolde he hide. 
And whan that he had herd Arcites tale, 
As he were wood, with face ded and pale, 
He sterte him up out of the bushes thikke. 
And sayde : Fake Arcite, fabe traitour wicke, 
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Now art thou hent, that lovest my lady so, 

For whom that I have all this peine and wo. 

And art my blood, and to my conseil sworn. 

As I ful oft have told thee herebeforn, 

And hast bejaped here duk Theseus, 

And falsely changed hast thy name thus ; 

I wol be ded, or elles thou shalt die. 

Thou shalt not love my lady Emelie, 

But I wol love hire only and no mo. 

For I am Palamon thy mortal fo. 

And though that I no wepen have in this place. 

But out of prison am astert by grace, 

I drede nought, that eyther thou shalt die, 

Or thou ne shalt nat loven Emelie. 

Chese which thou wolt, for thou shalt not asterte. 

This Arcite tho, with ful dispitous herte, 
Whan he him knew, and had his tale herd. 
As fers as a leon, pulled out a swerd. 
And sayde thus ; By God that sitteth above, 
N'ere it that thou art sike, and wood for love. 
And eke that thou no wepen hast in this place. 
Thou shuldest never out of this grove pace, 
That thou ne shuldest dien of min hond.j 
For I defie the suretee and the bond, 
Which that thou saist that I have made to thee. 
What ? veray fool, thinke wel that love is free. 
And I wol love hire maugre all thy might. 
But, for thou art a worthy gentil knight, 
And wiinest to darraine hire by bataille, 
Have here my trouth, to-morwe I will not faille, 
Withouten weting of any other wight, 
That here I wol be founden as a knight. 
And bringen harneis right ynough for thee ; 
And chese the beste, and leve the werste for mc. 
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Arid mete and drinke thU night wol I bring 
Ynougb for thee, and clothes for thy bedding. 
And if so be that thou my lady win, 
And sle me in this wode, ther I am in, 
Thoa maist wel have thy lady t9 for me. 

This Palamon answerd, 1 grant it thee. 
And thus they ben departed til a^morwe. 
Whan eche of hem hath laid hid fdth to borwe. 

O Cupide, out of alle charitee ! 
regne, that wolt no felaw have' With thee ! 
Ful sotb is sayde, that love tie lofddhip 
Wol nat, his tbankes, have no felawship. 
Wel finden that Arcite and Palamon. 

Arcite is ridden anon nnto^the tOiin> 
And on the morwe, or it were day light, 
Ful prively two harneis hath he dight. 
Both suffisant and mete to darreine 
The bataille in the feld betwix hemtweifie. 
And on his hors, alone as he was bqrne, 
He carieth all this harneis him b6forne ; 
And in the grove, at time and plaee ysette, 
This Arcite and this Palamon ben mette. 
Tho changen gan the colour of hir ftsce. 
Right as the hunter in the regne of Trace 
That stondeth at a gappe with a spere, 
Whan hunted is the lion or the here, 
And bereth him come rushing in the greves, 
And breking bothe the boughes and the leves, 
And thinketh, here cometh my mortal enemy, 
Withonten faille, he must be ded or I ; 
For eyther I mote slen him at the gappe ; 
Or he mote slen me, if that me mishappe : 
So ferden they, in changing of hir hewe, 
As fer as eyther of hem other knewe* 
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Ther n'as no good day, ne -no saluing. 
But streit witbouten wordes rehersing, 
Everich of hem haipe to armen other, 
As frendly, as he were his owen brother. 
And after that, with sharpe spares strong 
They foineden eche at other wonder long. 
Thou mightest wenen» that this Palamon 
In his fighting were as a wood leon. 
And as a cruel tigre was Arcite : 
As wilde bores gan they togeder smite, 
That frothen white as forae for. ire wood. 
Up to the ancle foughte they in hir blood. 
And in this wise I let hem fighting dwelle. 
And forth I wol of Theseus you telle. 

The destinee, ministre general, 
That executeth in the world over al 
The purveiance, that God hath sen beforne ; 
So strong it is, that though the world had sworne 
The contrary of a thing by ya or nay, 
Yet somtime it shall fallen on a day 
That falleth nat efte in a thousand yere* 
For certainly our appetites here, 
Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or love. 
All is this ruled by the sight above. 
This mene I now by mighty Theseus, 
That for to hunten is so desirous. 
And namely at the grete hart in May, 
That in his bed ther daweth him no day, 
That he n'is clad, and redy for to ride 
With hunte and borne, and houndes him beside. 
For in his hunting hath he swiche delite. 
That it is all his joye and appetite 
To ben himself the grete hartes bane. 
For after Mars he serveth now Diane. 
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Clere was the day, as I have told or this. 
And Theseas, with alle joye and blis, 
With his Ipolita, the fay re quene. 
And Emelie, yclotbed all in grene, 
On h anting ben they ridden really. 
And to the grove, that stood ther faste by, 
In which ther was an hart as men him told, 
Duk Theseus the streite way hath hold. 
And to the launde he rideth him ful right, 
Ther was the hart ywont to have his flight, 
And over a brooke, and so forth on his wey. 
This dnk wol have a conrs at him or twey 
With houndes,swiche as him lust to commaunde. 
And when this duk was comen to the launde. 
Under the sonne he loked, and anon 
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon, 
That foughten breme, as it were holies two. 
The brighte swerdes wenten to and fro 
So hidously, that with the leste stroke 
It semed that it wolde felle an oke. 
But what they weren, nothing he ne wote. 
This duk his courser with his sporres smote. 
And at a stert he was betwix hem two, 
And pulled out a swerd and cried, ho ! 
No more, up peine of lesing of your hed. 
By mighty Mars, he shal anon be ded. 
That smiteth any stroke, that I may sen. 
But telleth me what mistere men ye Jben, 
That ben so hardy for to flghten here 
Withouten aiiy juge other officere, 
As though it were in listes really. 

This Palamon answered hastily, 
And saide : Sire, what nedeth wordes mo ? 
We have the deth deserved bothe two. , 
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Two wofttl wretches ben we, two caitives, 

That ben accombred of our owen lives, 

And as thou art a rightful lord and jnge, 

Ne yeve us neyther mercie ne refuge. 

And sle me first, for seinte charitee. 

But sle my felaw eke as wel as me. 

Or sle him first; for, though thou know it lite, 

This is thy mortal fo, this is Arcite, 

That fro thy lond is banished on his hed, 

For which he hath deserved to foe ded. 

For this is he that came unto thy gate 

And sayde, that he highte Philostrate. 

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yere, 

And thou hast maked him thy chief squiere^ 

And this is he, that loveth Emelie. 

For sith the day is come that I shal die 
I make plainly my confession, 
That I am tliilke woful Palamon, 
That hath thy prison broken wilfully. 
I am thy mortal fo^ and it am I 
That loveth so hot Emelie the bright, 
That I wold dien present in hire sight. 
Therfore I axe deth and my jewise. 
But sle my felaw in the same wise, 
For both we have deserved to foe slain. 

This worthy dnk answerd anon again* 
And sayd, This is a short conclusion. 
Your owen mouth, foy your confession 
Hath damned you, and I wol it recorde. 
It nedeth not to peine you with the corde. 
Ye shul foe ded foy mighty Mars the rede. 

The queue anon for veray womanhede 
Oan for to wepe, and so did Emelie^ 
And all the ladies in the compagnie* 
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Gret pite was it, as it thought hem alle, 

That ever swiche a chance shnlde befalle. 

For genti] men they were of gret estat. 

And nothing but for love was this dehat. 

And sawe hir blody woandes wide and sore ; 

And alle criden bothe lesse and more, 

Have mercie. Lord, upon us wimmen alle. 

And on hir bare knees adoun they ^He, 

And wold have kist his feet ther as he stood, 

Till at the last, aslaked was liis mood; 

(For pitee renneth sone in gen^il herte) 

And though he first for ire iqjiake and dterte. 

He hath considered shortly in a clause 

The tre8|ili9 of hem both, and eke the causes 

And although that his ire hir gilt accxtsed, 

Yet in his reson he hem both excused ; 

As thus ; he though te wel that every maa 

Wol helpe. himself in love if that!lie can, . 

And eke. deliver himself out of prison. 

And eke. his herte had cam passion 

Of wimmen, for they wepteh.ever in on: 

And in his gentil hert^ he thoughte anoti, 

And saft unto himself he sayed : iie 

Upon a lord that wol have no mercie> . 

But be a l«on both in word and dede, 

To hem that ben in rep^itance and drede, 

As wel as to a proud dispitous man, 

That wol roainteinen that he first began. 

That lord hath litel of discretion. 

That in swiche cas can no division : 

But weigheth pride and huniblesse after on. 

And shortly, whan his ire is thus agon, 

He gan to loken up with eyen light, 

And spake these same wordes all o^^Jii^l^-oogie 
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The god of love, a ! benedicite^ 
How mighty and how grete a lord is he ? 
Again his might ther gainen non obstacles. 
He may be eleped a God for his miracles. 
For he can maken at his owen gise 
Of everich herte, as that him list devise. 

Lo here this Arcite, and this Palaraon, 
That quitely weren out of my prison. 
And might have lived in Thebes really, 
And weten I am hir mortal enemy, 
And that hir deth lith in my might also, 
And yet hath love, maugre hir eyen two, 
Ybrought hem hither bothe for to die. 
Now loketh, is not this an heigh folie? 
Who maye ben a fool, but if he love? 
Behold for Goddes sake that sittcth above, 
Se how they blede ! be they not wel araied ? 
Thus hath hir lord, the god of love, hem paied 
Hir wages, and hir fees for hir service. 
And yet they wenen for to be ful wise. 
That serven love, fdr ought that may befalle. 
And yet is this the beste game of alle, 
That she, for whom they have this jolite, 
Con hem therfore as mochel thank as me. 
She wot no more of alle this bote fare 
By God, than wot a cuckow or an hare. 
But all mote ben assaied, bote or cold ; 
A man mote ben a fool other yonge or old ; 
I wot it by myself ful yore agon : 
For In my time a servant was I on. 
And therfore sith I know of loves peine. 
And wot how sore it can a man destreine, 
As he that ofl hath ben caught in his las, 
I you foryeve all holly this trespas, ^q\^ 



At request of the quene that kneleth here, 
And eke of Emelie, my suster dere. 
And ye shul bothe anon unto me swere, 
That never mo ye shul my eon tree dere, 
Ne maken werre upon me night ne day, 
But ben my frendes in alle that ye may. 
I you foryeve this trespas every del. 
And they him sware his axing fayr and wel, 
And him of lordship and of mercie praid, 
And be hem granted grace, and thus he said : 

To speke of real linage and richesse, 
Though that she were a queue or a princesse, 
Eche of you bothe is worthy douteles 
To wedden whan time is, but natheles 
I speke as for my suSter Emelie, 
For whom ye have this strif and jalousie, 
Ye wot yourself, she may not wedden two 
At ones, though ye lighten evermo : 
But on of you, al be him loth or lefe, 
He mot gon pi pen in an ivy lefe : 
This is to say, she may not have you bothe, 
Al be ye never so jalous, ne so wrothe. 
And forthy I you put in this degree, 
That eche of you shall have his destinee, 
As him is shape, and herkneth in what wise;. 
Lo here your ende of that I shal devise. 

My will is this for plat conclusion 
Withouten any replication, 
If that you liketh, take it for the beste, 
That everich of you shal gon wher him leste 
Freely withouten raunson or dangere ; 
And this day fifty wekes, ferre ne nere, 
Everich of you shal bring an hundred knightes. 
Armed for listes up at alle rightes ,^,,^^^^^ Google 
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AUe redy to darrein hire by bataille. 
And this behete I yon withoaten faille 
Upon my trouth, and as I am a knight, 
That Ti^hether of you hothe hath that might, 
This is to sayn, that whether he or thou 
May with his hundred, as I spake of now, 
Sle his contrary, or ont of llstes drive, 
Him shall I yeven Emelie to wive. 
To whom that fortune yeveth so fayr a grace* 

The listes shal I maken in this place. 
And God so wisly on my soule re we, 
As I shal even juge ben, and trewe. 
Ye shal non other ende with me roaken 
That on of you ne shal. be ded or taken. 
And if you thinketh thi^ is wel ysaid^ 
Saith your avis» and hold(!tb you apaid. 
This is your ende,' aiid yiijur conclusion. • 

Who loketfa lightly now .but Palamou? 
Who springethiiip.fQr jfty^e .b<it Arcjie.?. .: 
Who coud it tetl, 'op whoooiid it endite^ 
The joye that is^ malued: in the place 
Whan Theseus. ^ath dqn so fayre;a grace? ' 
But doun on knees wesl every rnaliere wight. 
And thanked him with all hir hertes might. 
And namely these Thebanes often sith. 

And ihos with good hope and with herte blitli 
They taken hir leve, and homeward gan they ride 
To Thebes, with his olde walies wide. 

I trowe men wolde deroe it negligence, 
If I foryete to tellen the dispence 
Of Theseus, that goth so besily ^ 

To maken up the listes really. 
That swiche a noble theatre as it was, 
I dare wel sayn, in all this world^er n*as. 
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The circnite a mile was aboute, 

Walled of stone, and diched all withonte. 

Round was the shape, in manere of a compas 

Fill of degrees, the hight of sixty pas, 

That whan a man was set on o degree 

He letted not his felaw for to see. 

Estward ther stood a gate of marbel white. 

Westward right swiche another in th' opposite. 

And shortly to eoncluden, swiche a place 

Was never in erthe, in so litel a space, 

For in the lond ther n'as no craftes man. 

That geometrie, or arsraetrike can, 

Ne portreioar, ne kerver of images, 

That Theseus ne yaf him mete and wages 

The theatre for to maken and devise. 

And for to don his rite and sacrifice, 
He estward hath upon the.gate above. 
In worship of Venus godd«sse *of love, 
Don mafce an auter and ati. oratorio ; 
And .waslfWafd in the minde and in niem<>rie 
Of Mars he? mafced hath right swiche another, 
That coste largely of gold a fother* 
Aud noHbward, in a touret on the wall. 
Of alabastre white and red corall 
An oratorie riche for to see. 
Id worship of Diane of chastitee. 
Hath Theseus don wrought in noble wise. 

But yet had I foryetten to devise 
The noble kerving, and the portreitures. 
The shape, the contenance of the figures 
That weren in these oratories three. 

First in the temple of Venus maist thou see 
Wrought on the wall, ful pitous to beholde. 
The broken slepes, and the sikes colde.^^^^^gf^ 
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The sacred teres, and the waimentinges, 
The ^ry strokes of the desirin^es, 
That loves servants in this lif endureu ; 
The othes, that hir covenants assuren. 
Plesance and hope, desire, foolhardinesse, 
Beaute and youthe, haudrie and richesse, 
Charmes and force, lesinges and flaterie, 
Dispence, besinesse, and jalousie, 
That wered of yelwe goldes a gerlond, 
And hadde a cuckow sitting on hire hond, 
Festes, instruments, and caroles and dances, 
Lust and array, and all the circumstances 
Of love, which that I reken and reken shall, 
By ordre weren peinted on the wall, 
And mo than I can make of mention. 
For sothly all the mount of Citheron, 
Ther Venus hath hire principal dwelling, 
Was shewed on the wall in purtreying, 
With all the gardin, and the lustinesse. 
Nought was* foryetten the porter idelnesse, 
Ne Narcissus the fayre of yore agon, 
Ne yet the folic of king Salomon, 
Ne yet the grete strengthe of Hercules, 
Th' enchantment of Medea and Circes, 
Ne of Turnus the hardy fiers corage, 
The riche Cresus caitif in servage. 
Thus may ye seen, that wisdom ne richesse, 
Beaute ne sleighte, strengthe ne hardinesse, 
Ne may with Venus holden charapartie, 
For as hire liste the world may she gie. 
Lo, all these folk so caught were in hire las 
Til they for wo ful often said alas. 
SufEceth here ensamples on or two, 
And yet I coude reken a thousandl mo. 
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The statue of Venus glorioas for to see 
Was naked fleting in the large see, 
And fro the navel doun all covered was 
With wawes grene, and bright as any glas. 
A citole in hire right hand hadde she. 
And on hire hed, ful semely for to see, 
A rose gerloud fressh, and wel smelling. 
Above hire hed hire doves fleckering. 
Before hire stood hire sone Cupido, 
Upon his shoulders winges had he two ; 
And blind he was, as it is often sene ; 
A bow he bare and arwes bright and kene. 

Why shnlde I not as wel eke tell you all 
The purtreiture, that was upon the wall 
Within the temple of mighty Mars the rede ? 
All peinted was the wall in length and brede 
Like to the estres of the grisly place, 
That highte the gret temple of Mars in Trace, 
In thilke colde and frosty region, 
Ther as Mars hath his sovereine mansion. 

First on the wall was peinted a forest. 
In which ther wonneth neyther man ue best. 
With knotty knarry barrein trees old 
Of stubbes sharpe and hidous to behold ; 
In which ther ran a romble and a swough, 
As though a storme shuld bresten every bough : 
And doun ward from an hill under a bent, 
Ther stood the temple of Mars arm i potent, 
Wrought all of burned stele, of which th* entree 
Was longe and streite, and gastly for to see. 
And therout came a rage and swiche a vise, 
That it made all the gates for to rise. 
The northern light in at the dore shone. 
For window on the wall ne was ther non^^^g,^ 
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Thnrgh which men mighten any light discerne. 

The dore was all of athamant eterne, 

Yclenched overthwart and endelong 

With yren tough, and for to make it strong. 

Every piler the temple to snstene 

Was tonne-gret, of yren bright and shene. 

Ther.saw I first the derke imagining 
Of felonie^ and alle the compassing; 
The cruel ire, red as any glede, 
The pikepurse, and eke the pale drede ; 
The srailer with the knif under the cloke, 
The shepen brenning with the hiake smoke; 
The treson of the mordringg'in the bedde^ 
The open werre, with wotindes all bebledde ; 
Cooiteke with blody knif,. and sharp manace. 
All full of chirking was that sory, place.. 
The sleer of himself yet saw I- there, ' • 
His herte-blood hath bath<;d all his here : 
The naile y driven in the shode on hight^ 
The colde deth, with mouth gapinij upright. 
Amiddes of the temple sate mis^lwrtoe. 
With discomfort and sory contenanc6. 
Yet saw I woodnesse laughing iu his rage. 
Armed complaint, outhees, and fiers outrage; 
The carraine in the bush, with throte ycorven, 
A thousand slain, and not of qualme ystorven ; 
The tirant, with the prey by fon^e yraft; 
The toun destroied, ther was nothing laft. 
Yet saw I brent the shippos hoppesteres, 
The hunte ystrangled with the wilde beres : 
The sow freting the child rijjht in the cradel; 
The coke yscalled, for all his long ladel. 
Nought was foryete by th' in fortune of Marte 
The carter overridden with his carte ; , 
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Under the wheel ful low he lay adoiin. 

Ther were also of Martes division, 
Th' arnrerer, and the bowyer, and the smith. 
That forgetb sharpe swerdes on his stith. 
And all above depeinted in a tour 
Saw I conquest, sitting in gret honour^ 
With thilke sharpe swerd over his hed 
Yhanging by a subtil twined thred. 
Depeinted was the slaughter of Julius, 
Of gret Nero, and of Antonius : 
All be that thilke time they were unbome. 
Yet was hir deth depeinted therbeforne. 
By manacing of Mars, right by figure. 
So was it shewed iti that purtreiture 
As is depeinted in the cercles above, 
Who shal be slaine or elles ded for love. 
Sufficeth on ensample in stories olde, 
I may not reken hem alle, though I wolde. 

The statue of Mars upon a carte stood 
Armed, and loked grim as he were wood. 
And over his hed ther shinen two figures 
Of sterres, that ben cleped in scriptures. 
That on.Puella, that other Bubeus. 
This God of armes was araied thus : 
A wolf ther stood beforhe him at his fete 
With eyen red, and of a man he ete : 
With subtil pensil peinted was this storie. 
In redouting of Mars and of his glorie. 

Now to the temple of .Diane the chaste 
As shortly as I can I wol me haste. 
To tellen you of the descriptioun, 
Depeinted by the walles up and doun. 
Of hunting and of shamefast cbastitee. 
Ther saw I how woful Calistope, 
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Whan that Diane agreved was with here. 

Was tnrned from a woman til a here, 

And after was she made the lodesterre : 

Thus was it peinted, I can say no ferre ; 

Hire sone is eke a sterre as men may see. 

Ther saw I Dane y turned til a tree, 

I mene not hire the goddesse Diane, 

Bat Peneus daughter, which that highte Dane. 

Ther saw I Atteon an hart ymaked, 

For vengeance that he saw Diane all naked : 

I saw how that his houndes have him caught, 

And freten him, for that they knew him naught. 

Yet peinted was a litel forthermore, 

How Athalante hunted the wilde hore. 

And Meleagre, and many another mo. 

For which Diane wroughte hem care and wo. 

Ther saw I many another wonder storie. 

The which me liste not drawen to memorie. 

This goddesse on an hart ful heye sete, 
With smale houndes all aboute hire fete. 
And undernethe hire feet she hadde a mone, 
Wexing it was, and shulde wanen sone. 
In gaudy grene hire statue clothed was, 
With bow in bond, and arwes in a cas. 
Hire eyen caste she ful low adoun, 
Ther Pluto hath his derke regioun. 
A woman travailling was hire beforne. 
But for hire childe so longe was unborne 
Ful pitously Lucina gan she call, 
And sayed; helpe, for thou mayst beste of all. 
Wei coude he peinten lifly that it wrought, 
With many a florein he the hewes bought. 

Now ben these listes made, and Theseus 
That at his grete cost arraied thus 
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The temples, and the theatre everidel, • 
Whan it was don, him liked wonder weL 
But stint I wol of Theseus a lite, 
And speke of Palamon and of Arcite. 

The day approcheth of hir returning. 
That everich shnld an hundred knightes bring, 
The bataille to darreine, as I you told ; 
And til Athenes, hir covenant for to hold. 
Hath eyerich of hem brought an hundred 

knightes, 
TV el armed for the werre at alle rightes. 
And sikerly ther trowed many a man, 
That never, sithen that the world began, 
As for to speke of knighthood of hir hond, 
As fer as God hath maked see and lond, 
N'as, of so fewe, so noble a compagnie. 
For every wight that loved chevalrie. 
And wold, his thankes, han a passant name. 
Hath praied, that he might ben of that game. 
And wel was him, that therto chosen was. 
For if ther fell to-morwe swiche a cas. 
Ye knowen wel, that every lusty knight. 
That loveth par amour^ and hath his might. 
Were it in Englelond, or elleswher, 
They wold, hir thankes, willen to be ther. 
To fight for a lady, a \ benedidte^ 
It were a lusty sighte for to se. 

And right so ferden they with Palamon. 
With him ther wenten knightes many on. 
Som wol ben armed in an habergeon, 
And in a brest plate, and in a gipon ; 
And som wol have a pair of plates large ; 
And som wol have a Pruce sheld, or a targe ; 
Som wol ben armed on his legges wele. 
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And hai« an axe, and som a mace of stele. 
Ther n'is no newe guiee, that it n as old. 
Armed they weren, as I have you told, 
Everich after his opinion^ 

Ther maist thou se coming with Palamon 
Licurge himself, the grete king of Trace : 
Blake was his herd, and manly was his face. 
The cercles of his eyen in his hed 
They glowedeh betwixen yelwe and red, 
And like a griffon loked he about, 
With kemped heres on his browes stout ; 
His limmes gret, his braunes hard and stronge, 
His shqnldres brode, his armes round and longe. 
And as the guise was in his con tree, 
Ful highe upon a char of gold stood he, 
With foure white lilies in the traiS. 
Instede of cote-armure ^m» Mi«harnais, 
With nayles yelwe, and bright as any gold, ' 
He hadde a beres skin, col*4>k&e fbr old. 
His longe here was kempt behind his bak, 
As any ravenes fethertit thone f^r blake. 
A wreth of gold arm*gret,**ofhHg€f weight. 
Upon his bed sate ful of stones bright, 
Of fine rubins and of diaroants. 
About his char ther wenten white alauns, 
Twenty and mo, as gre?t ai^any st^e. 
To hunten at the leon or thedere, 
And folwed him, with mosel ^t ybound, 
Colered with gold, andtorettes filed round. 
An hundred lordes had he in his route 
Armed full wel, with hertes sterne and stoute. 

With Arcita, in stories as men find, 
The gret Emetrius the king of Inde, 
Upon a stede bay, trapped in stele, 
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Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele. 

Came riding like the god of armes Mars. 

His cote-arm are was of a cloth of Tars, 

Coached with perles, white, and round and grete. 

His sadel was of brent gold new ybete ; 

A mantelet upon his shouldres hanging 

Bret-ful of rabies red, as fire sparkling. 

His crispe here like ringes was yronne, 

And that was yelwe, and glitered as the sonne. 

His nose was high, his eyen bright citrin. 

His lippes round, his coloar was sanguin, 

A fewe fraknes in his face yspreint, 

Betwixen yelwe and blakc somdel ymeint, 

And as a leon he his loking caste. 

Of five and twenty yere his age I caste. 

His herd was wel begonnen for to spring ; 

His vois was as a trompe thondering. 

Upon his bed he wered of laurer grene 

A gerlond fresshe and lusty for to sene. 

Upon his bond he bare for his dednit 

An egle tame, as any lily wliit. 

An hundred lordes had he with him there, 

All armed save hir hedes in all hir gere, 

FqI richely in alle manere thinges. 

For trusteth wel, that erles, dukes, kinges 

Were gathered in this noble compagnie. 

For love, and for encrese of chevalrie. 

About this king ther ran on every part 

Ful many a tame leon and leopart. 

And in this wise, these lordes all and some 
Ben on the Sonday to the citee come 
Abouten prime, and in the toun alight. 

This Theseus, this duk, this worthy knight, 
Whan he had brought hem into his citee, 
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And inned bem» eyerich at his degree, 

He festeth hem, and doth so gret labour 

To esen hem, and don hem all honour. 

That jet men wenen that no maunes wit 

Of non estat ne coud amenden it. 

The minstralcie, the service at the feste» 

The grete yeAes to the most and leste. 

The riche array of Theseus paleis, 

Ne who sate first rie last upon the deis. 

What ladies fayrest ben or best dancing. 

Or which of hem can carole best or sing, 

Ne who most felingly speketh of love ; 

What haukes sitten on the perche above. 

What houndes li^en on the floor adoun. 

Of all this now make I no mentioun ; 

But of the effect ; that thinketh me the beste ; 

Now Cometh the point, and herkeneth ifyouleste. 

The Sonday night, or day began to spring. 
Whan Palamon the larke herde sing> 
Although it n'ere not day by houres two. 
Yet sang the larke, and Palamon right tho 
With holy herte, and with an high corage 
He r(>se, to wenden on his pilgrimage 
Unto the blisful Citherea benigne, 
I mene Venus, honourable and digne. 
And in hire houre, he walketh forth a pas 
Unto the listes, ther hire temple was, 
And doun he kneleth, and with humble cher^ 
And herte sore, he sayde as ye shul here. 

Fayrest of fayre, o lady min Venus, 
Daughter to Jove, and spouse of Vulcan us, 
Thou glader of the mount of Citheron, 
For thilke love thou haddest to Adon 
Have pitee on my bitter teres smert, 
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And take myn humble praier at thin herte. 

Alas! I ne have no langage to tell 
The effecte, ne the torment of min hell ; 
Min herte may min harmes not bewrey ; 
I am so confuse, that I cannot say. 
But mercy, lady bright, that knowest wele 
My thought, and seest what harmes that I fele, 
Consider all this, and rue upon my sore, 
As wisly as I shall for evermore, 
Emforth my might, thy trewe servant be, 
And holden werre alway with chastite : 
That make I min avow, so ye me helpe. 
I kepe nought of armes for to yelpe, 
Ne axe I nat to-morwe to have victorie, 
Ne renoun in this cas, ne vaine glorie 
Of pris of armes, bio wen up and doun, 
Bat I wold have fully possessioun 
Of Emelie, and die iu hire servise ; 
Find thou the manere how, and in what wise. 
I rekke not, but it may better be, 
To have victorie of hem, or they of me, 
80 that I have my lady in min armes. 
For though so be that Mars is god of armes, 
Your vertue is so grete in heven above, 
That if you liste, I shal wel have my love. 
Thy temple wol I worship evermo, 
And on thin auter, wher I ride or go, 
I wol don sacrifice, and fires bete. 
And if ye wol not so, my lady swete. 
Than pray I you, to-morwe with a spere 
That Arcita me thurgh the herte here. 
Than rekke I not, whan I have lost my lif, 
Though that Arcita win hire to his wif. 
This is the effecte and ende of my praiere $ 
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Yeve me my love, tbou blisful lady dere. 

Whan the orison was don of Palamon, 
His sacrifice he did, and that anon, 
Full pitottsly, with alle circumstances. 
All tell I not as now his observances. 
But at the last the statue of Venus slioke, 
And made a signe, wherby that he toke. 
That his praiere accepted was that day. 
For though the signe shewed a delay. 
Yet wist he wel that granted was his bone ; 
And with glad herte he went him home ful sone. 

The thridde houre ineqnal that Palamon 
Began to Venus temple for to gon, 
Up rose the sonne, and up rose Emelie, 
And to the temple of Diane gan hie. 
Hire maydens, that she thider with hire ladde, 
Ful redily with hem the fire they hadde, 
Th'encense, the clothes, and the remenant all. 
That to the sacrifice longen shall. 
The homes ftil of mede, as was the gise, 
Ther lakked nought to don hire sacrifise. 
Smoking the temple, ful of clothes fayre, 
This Emelie with herte debonaire 
Hire body wesshe with water of a well. 
But how she did hire rite I dare not tell; 
But it be any thing in general; 
And yet it were a game to heren all ; 
To him that meneth wel it n'ere no charge : 
But it is good a man to ben at large. 
Hire bright here kembed was, untressed all. 
A coroune of a grene oke cerial 
Upon hire bed was set ful fayre and mete. 
Two fires on the auter gan she bete, 
And did hire thinges, as men may behold 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



In Stace of Thebes, and these bokes old. 

Whan kindled was the fire» with pitoos cbere 
Unto Diane she spake, as ye may here. 

O chaste goddesse of the wodes grene, 
To whom both heven and erthe and see is sene, 
Qnene of the regne of Plato, derke and lowe, 
Goddesse of maydens, that min herte hast knowe 
Fal many a yere, and wost what I desire, 
A9 kepe me fro thy vengeance and thin ire, ' 
That Atteon aboughte cruelly : 
Chaste goddesse, wel wotest thou that I 
Desire to ben a mayden all my lif, 
Ne never wol I be no love ne wif. 
I am (thou wost) yet of thy compagnie, 
A mayde, and love hunting and venerie, 
And for to walken in the wodes wilde, 
And not to ben a wif, and be with childe. 
Nought wol I knowen compagnie of man. 
Now helpe me, lady, sith ye may and can, 
For tho three formes that thou hast in thee. 
And Palamon, that hath swiche love to me. 
And eke Arcite, that loveth me so sore. 
This grace I praie thee withouten more, 
As sende love and pees betwix hem two : 
And fro me torne away hir hertes so. 
That all hir bote love, and hir desire. 
And all hir besy torment, and hir fire 
Be queinte, or torned in another place. 
And if so be thou wolt not do me grace, 
Or if my destinee be shapen so, 
That I shall nedes have on of hem two. 
As sende me him that most desireth me. 

Behold, goddesse of clene chastite. 
The bitter teres, that on my chekes fell. 
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Sin thou art mayde, and keper of us aU, 
My maydenhed thou kepe and wel conserve, 
And while I live, a mayde I wol thee serve. 

The fires brenne upon the auter clere, 
While Emelie was thus in hire praiere : 
But sodenly she saw a sighte queinte. 
For right anon on of the fires queinte, 
And quiked again, and after that anon 
That other fire was (Jneinte, and all agon : 
And as it qneinte, it made a whistellng, 
As don these brondes wet in hir brenning. 
And at the brondes ende outran anon 
As it were blody dropes many o«i : 
For which so sore agast was Emelie, 
That she was wel neigh mad, and gan to crie. 
For she ne wiste what it signified ; 
But only for the fere thus she cried. 
And wept, that it was pitee for to here. 

And therwithall Diane gan appere 
With bowe in bond, right as an hunteresse. 
And sayde ; doughter, stint thin hevinesse. 
Among the goddes highe it is afiermed. 
And by eterne word written and confermed^ 
Thou shalt be wedded unto on of tho, 
That han for thee so mochel care and wo : 
But unto which of hem I may not telL 
Farewel, for here I may no longer dwelL 
The fires which that on min auter brenne, 
Shal thee declaren er that thou go henne. 
Thin aventure of love, as in this cas. 

And with that word, the arwes in the cas 
Of the goddesse clattcren fast and ring. 
And forth she went, and made a vanishing. 
For which this Emelie astonied was^^i^ 
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And sajde ; what amounteth this, alas ! 

I patte me in thy protection, 

Diane, and in thy disposition. 

And home she goth anon the nexte way. 

This is the effecte, ther n*is no more to say. 

The nexte honre of Mars folwing this 
Arcite unto the temple walked is 
Of fierce Mars, to don his sacrifise 
With all the rites of his payen wise. 
With pitous herte and high devotion. 
Right thus to Mars he sayde bis orison. 

stronge god, that in the regiies cold 
Of Trace honoured art, and lord yhold, 
And hast in every regno and every lond 
Of armes all the bridel in thin bond. 
And hem fortunest as thee list devise, 
Accept of me my pitous sacrifise. 

If so be that my youthe may deserve, 
And that my might be worthy for to serve 
Thy godhed, that I may ben on of thine, 
Than praie I thee to rewe upon my pine, 
For thilkc peine, and thilke bote fire, 
In which thou whilom brendest for desire 
Whanne that thou usedest the beautee 
Of fayre yonge Venus, freshe and free. 
And haddest hire in armes at thy wille : 
Although thee ones on a time misfille. 
Whan Vulcanus had caught thee in his las, 
And fond the Itgging by his wif, alas ! 
For thilke sorwe that was tho in thin herte, 
Have reuthe as wel upon my peines smerte. 

1 am yonge and unkonning, as thou wost. 
And, as I trow, with love offended most. 

That ever was ony lives creature ; ,^,,^^,,^ Google 
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For she, that doth me all this wo endure, 
Ne receeth never, whether I sinke or flete. 
And wel I wot, or she me mercj hete, 
I moste with strengthe win hire in the place : 
And wel I wot» withouten helpe or grace 
Of thee, ne may my strengthe not availle : 
Than helpe me, lord, to-morwe in my hataille. 
For thilke fire that whilom brenned thee. 
As wel as that this fire now brenneth me ; 
And do, that I to-morwe may han victorie. 
Min be the travaille, and thin be the glorie. 
Thy soveraine temple wol I most honouren 
Of ony place, and alway most labouren 
In thy plesance and in thy craftes strong* 
And in thy temple I wol my baner hong. 
And all the armes of my compagnie. 
And evermore, nntil that day I die, 
Eterne fire I wol beforne thee finde. 
And eke to this avow I wol me biude. 
My herd, my here that hangeth long adoun, 
That never yet felt non offension 
Of rasour ne of shere, I wol thee yeve. 
And ben thy trewe servant while I live. 
Now, lord, have reuthe upon my sorwes sore, 
Yeve me the victorie, I axe thee no more. 

The praier stint of Arcita the stronge, 
The ringes on the temple dore that honge, 
And eke the dores clattereden ful faste. 
Of which Arcita somwhat him agaste. 
The fires brent upon the auter bright. 
That it gan all the temple for to light; 
A swete smell anon the ground up yaf, 
And Arcita anon his bond up haf. 
And more encense into the fire he cast* 
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Witb other rites mo, and at the last 
The statae of Mars began his hauberke ring; 
And with that soun he herd a mnrmuring 
Ful low and dim, that sayde thus, Victorie. 
For which he yaf to Mars honour and glorte. 

And thus with joye, and hope wel to fare, 
Arcite anon unto his inne is fare. 
As &yn as foul is of the brighte sonne. 

And right anon swtche strif ther is begonne 
For thilke granting, in the heven above, 
Betwixen Venus tlie goddesse of love, 
And Mars the sterne god armipotent, 
That Jupiter was besy it to stent : 
Til that the pale Saturnus the colde, 
That knew so many of aven tares olde, 
Fond in his olde experience and art, 
That he ful sone hath plesed every part. 
As sooth is sayd, elde hath gret avantage, 
In elde is bothe wisdom and usage : 
Men may the old out-renne» but not out-rede. 

Satume anon, to stenten strif and drede, 
Al be it that it is again his kind, 
Of all this strif he gan a remedy find. 

My dere dough ter Venus, quod Saturne, 
My cours, that hath so wide for to turne. 
Rath more power than wot any man. 
Min is the drenching in the see so wan, 
Min is the prison in the derke cote, 
Min is the strange! and hanging by the throte, 
The murmure, and the cherles rebelling, 
The groyning, and the prive empoysoning. 
I do vengeance and pleine correction. 
While I dwell in the signe of the leon. 
Min is the ruine of the highe halles, 
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The falling of the toures and of the walles 

Upon the minour, or the carpenter : 

I slew Sampson in shaking the piler. 

Min ben also the maladies colde. 

The derke tresons, and the castes olde : 

My loking is the fader of pestilence. 

Now wepe no more, I shal do diligence, 

That Palamon, that is thin owen knight, 

Shal have his lady, as thou hast him hight. 

Thogh Mars shal help his kn^ht yet natheies. 

Betwixen you ther mot somtime be pees : 

All be ye not of o complexion, 

That eanseth all day swiche division. 

I am thin ayel, redy at thy will ; 

Wepe now no more, I shal thy last fulfill. 

Now wol I stenten of the goddes above, 
Of Marsy and of Venus goddesse of love, 
And tellen you as plainly as I cau 
The gret effect, for which that I began. 

Gret was the feste in Atbenes thilke day, 
And eke the lusty seson of that May 
Made every wight to ben in swiche plesance, 
That all that monday justen they and dance. 
And spenden it in Venus bighe servise. 
But by the cause that they shulden rise 
Erly a-morwe for to seen the fight. 
Unto hir reste wenten they at night. 
And on the morwe whan the day gan spring, 
Of hors and harneis noise and clattering 
Ther was in the hostelries all aboute : 
And to the paleis rode ther many a route 
Of lordes, upon stedes and palfreis. 

Ther mayst thou see devising of harneis 
So uncouth and so riche^ and wrought so wele 
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Of goldsmithrj, of brouding, and of stele; 
The sheldes brighte, testeres, and trappures ; 
Gold-hewen helmes, hauberkes, cote-armurcs ; 
Lordcs in parementes on fair courseres, 
Knigbtes of retenue^ and eke squieres. 
Nailing the speres, and helmes bokeling, 
Gniding of sheldes, with lainers lacing ; 
Ther as nede is, they weren nothing idel : 
The fomy stedes on the golden bridel 
Gnawing, and fast the armureres also 
With file and hammer priking to and fro; 
Yemen on foot, and communes many on 
With shorte staves, thicke as they may gon ; 
Pipes, trompes, nakeres, and clariounes, 
That in the bataille blowen blody soones; 
The paleis fal of peple up and doun, 
Here three, ther ten, holding hir questioun, 
Bevining of these Theban knigbtes two. 
Som sayden thus, som sayde il shal be so ; 
Som helden with him with the blacke herd, 
Som with the balled, som with the thick herd ; 
Som saide he loked grim, and wolde fighte : 
He hath a sparth of twenty pound of wighte. 

Thus was the halle full of deviniug 
Long afler that the sonne gan up spring. 
The gret Theseus that of his slepe is waked 
With minstralcie and noise that was maked, 
Held yet the chambre of his paleis riche, 
Til that the Theban knigbtes bothe yliche 
Honoured were, and to the paleis fette. 

Duk Theseus is at a window sette, 
Araied right as he were a god in trone : 
The peple preseth tbiderward ful sone 
Him for to seen, and don high reverence,. 
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And eke to hcrken his beste and his sentence. 

An herand on a scaffold made an o, 
Til that the noise of the peple was ydo : 
And whan he saw the peple of noise al still. 
Thus shewed he the mighty dnkes will. 

The lord hath of his high discretion 
Considered, that it were destruction 
To geutil bloody to fighten in the gise 
Of mortal bataille now in this emprise: 
Wherfore to shapen that they shul not die. 
He wol his firste parpos modifie. 

No man therfore, tip peine of losse of lif, 
No maner shot, ne pollax, ne short knif 
Into the listes send, or thider bring. 
Ne short swerd for to stike with point biting 
No man ne draw, ne here it by bis side. 
Ne no man shal unto his felaw ride 
But o cours, with a^sharpe ygrounden spere : 
Foin if him list on foot, himself to were. 
And he that is at meschief, shal be take. 
And not slaine, but be brought unto the stake, 
That shal ben ordeined on eyther side, 
Thider he shal by force, and ther abide. 
And if so fall, the chevetain be take 
On eyther side, or elles sleth his make. 
No longer shal the tourneying ylast. 
God spede yon ; goth forth and lay on fast. 
With longe swerd and with mase fighteth yoar fill. 
Goth now your way ; this is the lordes will. 

The vois of the peple touched to the heven. 
So loude crieden they with mery, Steven : 
God save swiche a lord that is so good. 
He wilneth no destruction of blood. 

Up gon the trompes and the melodie. 
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And to the listes rit the compagnie 

B7 ordinance, tburghout the cite large. 

Hanged with cloth of gold, and not with sarge. 

Ful like a lord this noble duk gan ride» 

And these two Thebans upon eyther side : 

And after rode the quene and Emelie, 

And after that another compagnie 

Of on and other, after hir degree. 

And thus they passen thurghout the citee, 

And to the listes comen they be time : 

It n'as not of the day yet fully prime* 

Whan set was Theseus ful rich and hie, 
Ipolita the quene, and Emelie, 
And other ladies in degrees aboute, 
Unto the setes preseth all the route. 
And westward, thurgh the gates under Mart, 
Arcite, and eke the hundred of his part. 
With baner red, is entred right anon ; 
And in the selve moment Palamou 

Is, under Venus, estward in the place, 

With baner white, and hardy chere and face. 

In all the world, to seken up and doun, 

So even without variatioun 

Ther n'ere swiche compagnies never twey. 

For ther was non so wise that coude sey, 

That any hadde of other avantage 

Of worthinesse, ne of estat, ne age. 

So even were they chosen for to gesse. 

And in two renges fayre they hem dresse. 

Whan that hir names red were everich on. 

That in hir nombre gile were ther non, 

Tho were the gates shette, and cried was loude ; 

Do now your devoir, yonge knightes proude. 
The heraudes lefl hir pr iking up and doun. 
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Now ringen trompes loud and clarioun. 
Ther is no more to say, but est and west 
In gon the speres sadly in the rest ; 
In goth the sharpe spore into the side. 
Ther see men who can juste, and who can ride. 
Ther sbiveren shaftes upon sheldes thicke ; 
He feleth thurgh the herte-spone the pricke. 
Up springen speres twenty foot on highte ; 
Out gon the swerdes as the silver brighte. 
The helmes they to-hewen, and to-shrede ; 
Out brest the blod, with sterne stremes rede. 
With mighty maces the bones they to-breste. 
He thurgh the thickest of the throng gan threste. 
Ther stomblen stedes strong, and doun goth all. 
He roUeth under foot as doth a ball. 
He foineth on his foo with a tronchoun, 
And he him hurtleth with his hors adoun. 
He thurgh the body is hurt, and sith ytake 
Maugre his hed, and brought unto the stake, 
As forword was, right ther he must abide. 
Another lad is on that other side. 
And somtime doth hem Theseus to rest, 
Hem to refresh, and drinken if hem lest. 
Ful oft a day ban thilke Thebanes two 
Togeder met, and wrought eche other wo : 
Unhorsed hath eche other of hem twey. 
Ther n*as no tigre in* the vale of Galaphey , 
Whan that hire whelpe is stole, whan it is lite, 
So cruel on the hunt, as is Arcite 
For jalous herte upon this Palamon: 
Ne in Belmarie thern'is so fell leon, 
That hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 
Ne of his prey desireth so the blood, 
As Palamon to sleen his foo Arcite. 
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The jalons strokes on hir helmes bite ; 
Out renneth blood on both hir sides rede. 

Somtime an ende ther is of eyery dede. 
For er the sonne unto the reste went. 
The stronge king Emetrius gan hent 
This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite, 
And made his swerd depe in his flesh to bite. 
And by the force of twenty is he take 
Unyolden, and ydrawen to the stake. 
And in the rescous of this Palamon 
The stronge king Licurge is borne adoun : 
And king Emetrius for all his strengthe 
Is borne out of his sadel a swerdes lengthe. 
So hitte him Palamon or he were take : 
But all for nought, he was brought to the stake : 
His hardy herte might him helpen naught, 
He moste abiden, whan that he was caught. 
By force, and eke by composition. 

Who sorweth now but wofnl Palamon ? 
That moste no more gon again to fight. 
And whan that Theseus had seen that sight. 
Unto the folk that foughten thus eche on, 
He cried, ho ! no more, for it is don. 
I wol be trewe juge, and not partie. 
Arcite of Thebes shal have Emelie, 
That by his fortune hath hire fayre ywonne. 

Anon ther is a noise of peple begonne 
For joy e of this, so loud and high withal! , 
It semed that the listes shnlden fall. 

What can now fayre Venus don above ? 
What saith she now ? what doth this quene of 
But wepeth so, for wanting of hire will, [love? 
Til that hire teres in the listes fill : 
She sayde : I am ashamed, doutelees. 
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Satarnas sayde : Daughter, hold thy pees. 
Mars hath his will, bis knight hath all his hone. 
And by min hed thou shalt ben esed sone. 

The troropoures with the loude minstralcie, 
The heraudes, that so loude yell and crie, 
Ben in hir joye for wele of Dan Areite. 
But herkeneth me, and stenteth noise a lite, 
Whiche a miracle ther befell anon. 

This fierce Areite hath of his helme ydoo, 
And on a courser for to shew his face 
He priketh endelong the large place, 
Loking upward upon this Emelie ; 
And she again him cast a frendlich eye, 
(For women, as to speken in commune. 
They folwen all the favour of fortune) 
And was all his in chere, as his in herte. 
Out of the ground a fury infernal sterte, 
From Pluto sent, at requeste of Saturne, 
For which his hors for fere gan to turne. 
And lepte aside, and foundred as he lepe : 
And er that Areite may take any kepe. 
He pight him on the pomel of his hed. 
That in the place he lay as he were ded. 
His brest to-brosten with his sadel bow. 
As blake he lay as any cole or crow. 
So was the blood yronnen in his face. 

Anon he was yborne out of the place 
With herte sore, to Theseus paleis. 
Tho was he corven out of his harneis, 
And in a bed y brought ful fay re and blive, 
For he was yet in memorie and Uve, 
And alway crying after Emelie. 

Duk Theseus, with all his compagnie. 
Is comen home to Athenes his citee, 
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With alle blisse and gret solempnite. 

Al be it that this aventure was ftilley 

He n'olde not discomforten hem alle. 

Men sayden eke, that Arcite shal not die. 

He shal ben heled of his maladie. 

And of another thing they were as fayn. 

That of hem alle was ther non yslain, 

Al were they sore yhurt, and namely on, 

That with a spere was thirled his brest bone. 

To other woundes, and to broken armes, 

Som hadden salves, and som hadden charmes : 

And fermaeies of herbes, and eke save 

They dronken, for they wold hir lives have. 

For which this noble duk, as he wel can, 

Comforteth and honoureth every man, 

And made revel all the longe night. 

Unto the strange lordes, as was right. 

Ne ther n'as holden no discomforting, 

But as at justes or a tourneying ; 

For sothly ther n*as no discomfiture, 

For &lling n'is not but an aventure. 

Ne to be lad by force unto a stake 

Unyolden, and with twenty knightes take, 

person all alone, withouten mo, 

And haried forth by armes, foot, and too, 

And eke his stede driven forth with staves. 

With footmen, bothe yemen and eke knaves, 

It was aretted him no vilanie : 

Ther may no man clepen it cowardie. 

For which anon duk Theseus let crie. 

To stenten alle rancour and envie, 

The gree as wel of o side as of other. 

And eyther side ylike, as others brother : 

And yave hem giftes after hir degree, 
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And helde a feste fully dajes three : 

And conveyed the kinges worthily 

Out of his toun a joumee largely. 

And home went every man the righte way, 

Ther n*as no more, but farewel, have good day. 

Of this bataille I wol no more endite. 

But speke of Palamon and of Arcite. 

Swelleth the brest of Arcite^ and the sore 
Encreseth at his herte more and more. 
The clotered blood, for any leche-craft, 
Corrumpeth, and is in his bouke ylafl. 
That neyther veine-blood, ne ventousing, 
Ne drinke of herbes may ben his helping. 
The vertue expulsif, or animal. 
Fro thilke vertue cleped natural, 
Ne may the venime voiden, ne expell. 
The pipes of his longes gan to swell, 
And every laeerte in his brest adoun 
Is shent with venime and corruptioun. 
Him gaineth neyther, for to get his lif, 
Vomit upward, ne dounward laxatif ; 
All is to-brosten thilke region ; 
Nature hath now no domination. 
And certainly ther nature wol not werche, 
Farewel physike ; go here the man to cherche. 
This is aU and som, that Arcite moste die. 
For which he sendeth after Emelie, 
And Palamon, that was his cosin dere. 
Than sayd he thus, as ye shuln after here. 

Nought may the woful spirit in mjn herte 
Declare o point of all my sorwes smerte 
To you, my lady, that I love most ; 
But I bequethe the service of my gost 
To you aboven every creature, 
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Sin that my lif ne may no lenger dure. 

Alas the wo ! alas the peines stronge. 
That I for you have suffered, and so longe ! 
Alas th6 deth ! alas min Emelie ! 
Alas departing of our compagnie ! 
Alas min hertes quene! alas my wif! 
Min hertes ladie, ender of my Uf ! 
What is this world ? what axen men to have ? 
Now with his love, now in his colde grave 
Alone withouten any compagnie. 
Farewel my swete, farewel min Emelie, 
And softe take me in your armes twey, 
For love of God, and herkeneth what I sey. 

I have here with my cosin Palamon 
Had strif and rancour many a day agon 
For love of you, and for my jalousie. 
And Jupiter so wis my soule gie, 
To speken of a servant proprely, 
With alle circumstances trewely, 
That is to sayn, trouth, honour, and knighthede, 
Wisdom, humblesse, estat, and high kinrede, 
Fredom, and all that longeth to that art. 
So Jupiter have of my soule part, 
As in this world right now ne know I non, 
So worthy to be loved as Palamon, 
That serveth you, and wol don all his lif. 
And if that ever ye shal ben a wif, 
Foryete not Palamon, the gentil man. 

And with that word his speche faille began. 
For from his feet up to his brest was come 
The cold of deth, that had him overnome. 
And yet moreover in his armes two 
The vital strength is lost, and all ago. 
Only the intellect, withouten more. 
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That dwelled in his herte sike and sore, 
Gan faillen, whan the herte felte deth ; 
Dusked his eyen two, and failled his breth. 
But on his ladie yet east he his eye ; 
His laste word was ; Mercy, Emelie ! 
His spirit changed hous, and wente theri 
As I came never I cannot tellen wher. 
Therfore I stent, I am no divinistre^ 
Of soules find I not in this registre. 
Ne me lust not th' opinions to telle [dwelle. 

Of hem, though that they writen wher they 
Arcite is cold, ther Mars his soule gie. 
Now wol I speken forth of Emelie. 

Shright Emelie, and houleth Palamon, 
And Theseus his sister toke anon 
Swouning, and bare hire from the corps away* 
What helpeth it to tarien forth the day, 
To tellen how she wep both even and morwe ? 
For in swiche cas wimmen have swiche sorwe, 
Whan that hir housbonds ben fro hem ago, 
That for the more part they sorwen so, 
Or elles fallen in swiche maladie. 
That atte laste certainly they die. 

Infinite ben the sorwes and the teres 
Of olde folk, and folk of tendre yeres, 
In all the toun fer deth of this Theban : 
For him ther wepeth bothe childe and man. 
So gret a weping was ther non certain, 
Whan Hector was ybrought, all fresh yslain 
To Troy, alas ! the pitee that was there, 
Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here. 
Why woldest thou be ded ? thise women crie, 
And haddest gold ynough, and Emelie. 

No man might gladen this duk Theseus, 
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Saving his olde fader Egeus, 
That knew this worldes transmutatioun. 
As he had seen it chaungen up and doun, 
Joye after wo, and wo after gladnesse ; 
And shewed him ensample and likenesse. 

Right as ther died never man (quod he) 
That he ne lived in erthe in som degree, 
Right so ther lived never man (he seyd) 
In all this world, that somtime he ne deyd. 
This world n'is but a thurghfare ftil of wo, 
And we ben pilgrimes, passing to and fro : 
Deth is an end of every worldes sore. 

And over all this yet said he mochel more 
To this effect, ful wisely to enhort 
The peple, that they shuld hem recomfort. 

Duk Theseus with all his besy cure 
He casteth now, wher that the sepulture 
Of good Arcite may best ymaked be. 
And eke most honourable in his degree. 
And at the last he toke conclusion, 
That ther as first Arcite and Palamon 
Hadden for love the bataille hem betwene, 
That in that selve grove, sote and grene, 
Ther as he hadde his amorous desires, 
His complaint, and for love his bote fires. 
He wolde make a fire, in which the office 
Of ftmeral he might all accomplise ; 
And lete anon commande to hack and hewe 
The okes old, and lay hem on a rew 
In culpons, wel araied for to brenne. 
His officers with swifte feet they renne 
And ride anon at his commandement. 
And after this, this Theseus hath sent 
After a bere, and it all overepradde ^^^^^^j^ 



86 lE^t IKnfgjbtess 'STale^ 3874- 

With cloth of gold, the richest that he hadde; 
And of the same suit he cladde Arcite. 
Upon his hondes were his gloves white, 
£ke on his hed a croune of lanrer grene. 
And in his hond a swerd ful bright and kene. 
He laid him bare the visage on the here, 
Therwith he wept that pitee was to here. 
And for the peple shidde seen him alle. 
Whan it was day he brought him to the haUe, 
That roreth of the cr3ring and the soun* 

Tho came this wofiil Theban Palamon 
With flotery herd, and ruggy asshy heres^ 
In clothes blake, ydropped all with teres. 
And (passing over of weping Emelie) 
The reuiullest of all the compagnie. 

And in as much as the service shuld be 
The more noble and riche in his d^ree, 
Duk Theseus let forth three stedes bring, 
That trapped were in stele all glittering. 
And covered with the armes of Dan Arcite* 
And eke upon these stedes gret and white 
Ther saten folk, of which on bare his sheld. 
Another his spere up in his hondes held ; 
The thridde bare with him his bow Turkeis, 
Of brent gold was the cas and the hameis : 
And riden forth a pas with sorweful chere 
Toward the grove, as ye shul after here. 

The noblest of the Grekes that ther were 
Upon hir shuldres carrieden the here. 
With slacke pas, and eyen red and wete, 
Thurghout the citee, by the maister strete. 
That sprad was all with black, and wonder hie 
Right of the same is all the strete ywrie« 
Upon the right hand went olde Egeus, 
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And on that other side dak TbeseuSy 
With vessels in hir bond of gold ful fine. 
All M of honjy milk, and blood, and wine; 
Eke Palamon, with fill gret compagnie : 
And after that came wofiil Emelie, 
With fire in bond, as was that time the gise. 
To don the office of funeral service. 

High labour, and ful gret apparailling 
Was at the service of that fire making. 
That witb bis grene top the beven raugbt, 
And twenty fadom of brede the armes straugbt : 
This is to sain, the bougbes were so brode. 
Of stre first tber was laied many a lode. 

But bow tbe fire was maked up on bighte, 
And eke tbe names bow tbe trees bigbte. 
As oke, fir, bircb, aspe, alder, bolm, poplere, 
Wilow, elm, plane, asb, box, cbestein, lind, lau- 
Maple, tbom, becbe, basel, ew, wbipultre, [rere. 
Bow tbej were feld, sbal not be told for me ) 
Ne bow tbe goddes rannen up and doun 
Disherited of bir babitatioun, 
In which they woneden in rest and pees, 
Nimpbes, Faunes, and Amadriades ; 
Ne bow tbe bestes, and tbe briddes alle 
Fledden for fere, whan tbe wood gan falle ; 
Ne how tbe ground agast was of tbe light, 
That was not wont to see tbe sonne bright ; 
Ne how tbe fire was couched first witb stre. 
And tlian witb drie stickes cloven a-tbre. 
And than witb grene wood and spicerie. 
And tban witb doth of gold and witb perrie, 
And gerlonds banging witb ful many a flour, 
Tbe mirre, tb'encense also witb swete odour ; 
Ne how Arcita lay amoi^ all this, r-^^^i^ 
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Ne what richesse abont his body is ; 
Ne how that Emelie, as was the gise. 
Put in the fire of funeral service ; 
Ne bow she swouned whan she made the fire, 
Ne what she spake^ ne what was hir desire ; 
Ne what jeweUes men in the fire caste. 
Whan that the fire was gret and brente faste ; 
Ne how som cast hir sheld, and som hir spere, 
And of hir yestimentes, which they were, 
And cuppes full of wine, and milk, and blood, 
Into the fire, that brent as it were wood ; 
Ne how the Grekes with a huge route 
Three times riden all the fire aboute 
Upon the left bond, with a loud shouting. 
And thries with hir speres clatering ; 
And thries how the ladies gan to crie ; 
Ne how that led was homeward Emelie ; 
Ne how Arcite is brent to ashen cold ; 
Ne how the liche-wake was yhold 
All thilke night, ne how the Grekes play. 
The wake-plaies ne kepe I not to say : 
Who wrestled best naked, with oile enoint, 
Ne who that bare him best in no disjoint. 
I woll not tellen eke how they all gon 
Home til Athenes whan the play is don ; 
But shortly to the point now wol I wende, 
And maken of my longe tale an ende. 

By processe and by lengthe of certain yeres 
All stenten is the mourning and the teres 
Of Grekes, by on general assent. 
Than semeth me ther was a parlement 
At Athenes, upon certain points and cas : 
Amonges the which points yspoken was 
To have with certain contrees alliance 
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And hare of Thebanes fully obeisance. 

For which this noble Theseus anon 

Let senden after gentil Palamon, 

Unwist of him, what was the cause and why : 

But in his blacke clothes sorwefully 

He came at his commandement on hie ; 

Tho sente Theseus for Emelie. 

Whan they were set, and husht was al the place, 
And Theseus abiden hath a space. 
Or any word came from his wise brest 
His eyen set he ther as was his lest. 
And with a sad visage he siked still, 
And after that right thus he sayd his will. 

The firste mover o£ the cause above 
Whan he firste made the fayre chaine of love, 
Gret was th'effect, and high was his entent ; 
Wei wbt he why, and what therof he ment : 
For with that fayre chaine of love he bond 
The fire, the air, the watre, and the lond 
In certain bondes, that they may not flee : 
That same prince and mover eke (quod he) 
Hath stablisht, in this wretched world adoun, 
Certain of dayes and duration 
To all that are engendred in this place. 
Over the which day they ne mow not pace, 
Al mow they yet dayes wel abrege. 
Ther nedeth non autoritee allege, 
For it is preved by experience. 
But that me lust declaren my sentence. 
Than may men by this ordre wel discerne, 
That thilke mover stable is and eterne. 
Wel may men knowen, but it be a fool, 
That every part deriveth from his hool. 
For nature hath not taken his beginning 
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Of no partie ne caiitel of a thing. 
But of a thing that parfit is and stable. 
Descending so, til it be corrumpable. 
And tberfore of his wise purveyance 
He hath so wel beset his ordinance, 
That speces of thinges and progressions 
Shullen enduren by successions, 
And not eteme, withouten any lie : 
This maiest thou understand and seen at eye. 
Lo th' oke, that hath so long a norishing 
Fro the time that it ginneth first to spring, 
And hath so long a lif, as ye may see, 
Yet at the laste wasted is the tree. 
Considereth eke, how that the harde stone 
Under our feet, on which we trede and gon^ 
It wasteth, as it lieth by the wey. 
The brode river somtime wexeth drey. 
The grete tounes see we wane and wende. 
Than may ye see that all thing hath an ende. 
Of man and woman see we wel also, 
That nedes in on of the termes two, 
That is to sayn, in youthe or elles age. 
He mote be ded, the king as shall a page ; 
Som in his bed, som in the depe see, 
Som in the large feld, as ye may see : 
Ther helpeth nought, all goth diat ilke wey: 
Than may I sayn that alle thing mote dey. 
What mi^eth this but Jupiter the king? 
The which is prince, and cause of alle thing. 
Converting alle unto his propre wille, 
From which it is derived, soth to telle. 
And here-againes no creature on live 
Of no degree availleth for to strive. 
Than is it wisdom, as it thinketh me, 
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To maken vertae of necessite. 

And take it wel, that we may not eschewe. 

And namely that to us all is dewe. 

And who so gratcheth ought, he doth fblie. 

And rebel is to him that all may gie. 

And certainly a man hath most honour 

To dien in his excellence and flour, 

Whan he is siker of his goode name. 

Than hath he don his frend, ne him, no shame ; 

And glader ought his frend ben of his detb. 

Whan with honour is yolden up his breth. 

Than whan his name appalled is for age ; 

For aU foryetten is his yassallage. 

Than is it best, as for a worthy fame. 

To dien whan a man is best of name. 

The contrary of all this is wilfidnesse. 

Why grutchen we ? why have we heyinesse. 

That good Arcite, of chivalry the flour. 

Departed is, with dutee and honour, 

Out of this foule prison of this lif ? 

Why grutchen here his cosin and his wif 

Of his welfare, that loven him so wel? 

Can he hem thank ? nay, God wot, never a del. 

That both his soule, and eke hemself offend. 

And yet they mow hir lustes not amend. 

What may I conclude of this longe serie, 
But after sorwe I rede us to be merie, 
And thanken Jupiter of all his grace. 
And er that we departen from this place, 
I rede that we make of sorwes two 
parfit joye lasting evermo : 
And loketh now wher most sorwe is herein, 
Ther wol I firste amenden and begin. 

Sister, (quod he) this is my full assent, 
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With all th'avis here of my parlement. 
That gen til Palamon, your owen knight, 
That serveth you with will, and herte, and might, 
And ever hath don, sin ye first him knew, 
That ye shall of your grace upon him rew. 
And taken him for hushond and for lord : 
Lene me your hand, for this is oure accord. 

Let see now of your womanly pitee. 
He is a kinges brothers sone pardee, 
And though he were a poure bachelere. 
Sin he hath served you so many a yere, 
And had for you so gret adversite. 
It moste ben considered, leveth me. 
For gen til mercy oweth to passen right. 

Than sayd he thus to Palamon the knight ; 
I trow ther nedeth litel sermon ing 
To maken you assenten to this thing. 
Cometh ner, and take your lady by the bond. 

Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond. 
That highte matrimoine or manage. 
By all the conseil of the baronage. 
And thus with alle blisse and melodie 
Hath Palamon ywedded Emelie. 
And God that all this wide world hath wrought, 
Send him his love, that hath it dere ybought. 
For now is Palamon in alle wele, 
Living in blisse, in richesse, and in hele, 
And Emelie him loveth so tendrely, 
And he hire serveth al so gentilly, 
That never was ther no word hem betwene 
Of jalousie, ne of non other tene. 

Thus endeth Palamon and Emelie ; 
And God save all this fayre compagnie. 
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TIT HAN that the Knight had thus his tale 

In all the compagnie n'as ther yong ne old. 
That he ne said it was a noble stone. 
And worthy to be drawen to memorie ; 
And namely the gentiles everich on. 
Our Hoste lough and swore, So mote I gon, 
This goth aright ; unbokeled is the male ; 
Let see now who shal tell another tale : 
For trewely this game is wel begonne. 
Now telleth ye, sire Monk, if that ye conne, 
Somwhat, to qui ten with the knightes tale. 

The Miller that for-dronken was all pale, 
So that uuethes upon his hors he sat, 
He n'old avalen neither hood ne hat, 
Ne abiden no man for his curtesie. 
But in Pilates vois he gan to crie. 
And swore by armes, and by blood, and bones, 
I can a noble tale for the nones. 
With which I wol now quite the knightes tale. 

Our Hoste saw that he was dronken of ale, 
And sayd ; abide, Robin, my leve brother, 
Som better man shall tell us first another : 
Abide, and let us werken thriftily. 

By Goddes soule (quod he) that wol not I, 
For I wol speke, or elles go my way. 

Our Hoste answerd ; Tell on a devil way ; 
Thou art a fool ; thy wit is overcome. 
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Nowherkenetfa, quod the Miller, all and some: 
But first I make a protestatioun, 
That I am dronke, I know it by my soun : 
And therfore if that I misspeke or say, 
Wite it the ale of Southwerk, I you pray : 
For I wol tell a legend and a lif 
Both of a carpenter and of his wif. 
How that a clerk hath set the wrightes cappe. 

The Reve answerd and saide. Stint thy clappe. 
Let be thy lewed dronken harloirie. 
It is a sinne, and eke a gret folie 
To apeiren any man, or him defame, 
And eke to bringen wives in swiche a name. 
Thou mayst ynough of other thinges sain. 

This dronken Miller spake ful sone again, 
And sayde ; Leve brother Osewold, 
Who hath no wif, he is no cokewold. 
But I say not therfore that thou art on ; 
Ther ben ful goode wives many on. 
Why art thou angry with my tale now ? 
I have a wif parde as wel as thou. 
Yet n olde I, for the oxen in my plough, 
Taken upon me more than ynough 
As demen of myself that I am on ; 
I wol beleven wel that I am non. 
An husbond shuld not ben inquisitif 
Of Goddes privite, ne of his wif. 
So he may fiuden Goddes foison there. 
Of the remenant nedeth not to enquere. 

What shuld I more say, but this Millere 
He n'olde his wordes for no man forbere, 
But told his cherles tale in his manere. 
Me thinketh, that I shal reherse it here. 
And therfore every gentil wight I pray. 
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For Goddes love as demenot that I say 
Of evil entent, but that I mote reheroe 
Hir tales alle, al be they better or werse. 
Or elles &lsen som of my matere. 
And therfore who so list it not to here, 
Tume over the leef, and chese another tale. 
For he shal find ynow bothe gret and smale. 
Of storial thing that toucheth gentillesse. 
And eke moralite, and holinesse. 
Blameth not me, if that ye chese amis. 
The Miller is a cherl, ye know wel this. 
So was the Reve, (and many other mo) 
And harlotrie they tolden bothe two. 
Aviseth you now, and put me out of blame ; 
And eke men shuld not make ernest of game. 



WHILOM ther was dwelling in Oxenforde 
A riche gnof, that gestes helde to horde, 
And of his craft he was a carpenter. 
With him ther was dwelling a poure scoler, 
Had lemed art, but all his fantasie 
Was turned for to leme astrologie, 
And coude a certain of conclusions 
To demen by interrogation s. 
If that men asked him in certain houres, 
Whan that men sliulde have drought or elles 
Or if men asked him what shulde falle [shoures : 
Of every thing, I may not reken alle. 
This clerk was cleped hendy Nicholas ; 
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Of derne love he coude and of solas ; 
And therto he was slie and ful prive. 
And like a maiden meke for to se. 
A chambre had he in that hostelrie 
Alone, withouten any compagnie, 
Ful fetisly ydight with herbes sote, 
And he himself was swete as is the rote 
Of licoris, or any setewale. 
His almageste, and bokes gret and smale, 
His astrelabre, longing for his art. 
His augrim stones, layen faire apart 
On shelves couched at his beddes hed, 
His presse ycovered with a falding red. 
And all above ther lay a gay sautrie, 
On which he made on nightes melodie, 
So swetely, that all the chambre rong: 
And Angelus ad virginem he song. 
And after that he song the kinges note ; 
Ful often blessed was his mery throte. 
And thus this swete clerk his time spent 
After his frendes finding and his rent. 

This carpenter had wedded new a wif, 
Which that he loved more than his lif : 
Of eightene yere she was I gesse of age. 
Jalous he was, and held hire narwe in cage, 
For she was wild and yonge, and he was old, 
And demed himself belike a cokewold. 
He knew not Caton, for his wit was rude. 
That bade a man sliulde wedde his similitude. 
Men shulden wedden after hir estate, 
For youthe and elde is often at debate. 
But si then he was fallen in the snare, 
He most endure (as other folk) his care. 

Fayre was this yonge wif, and therwithal 
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As any wesel hire body gent and smal. 

A seint she wered, barred all of silk, 

A barme-cloth eke as white as morwe milk 

Upon hire lendes, ful of no^ny a gore. 

White was hire smok, and broaded all before 

And eke behind on hire colere aboute 

Of cole-black silk, within and eke withoute. 

The tapes of hire white volupere 

Were of the same stdt of hire colere ; 

Hire fillet brode of silk, and set fiill hye : 

And sikerly she had a likerous eye. 

Ful smal ypulled were hire browes two, 

And they were bent, and black as any slo. 

She was wel more blisfiil on to see 

Than is the newe perjenete tree; 

And softer than the wolle is of a wether. 

And by hire girdel heng a purse of lether, 
Tasseled with silk, and perled with latoun. 
In aU this world to seken up and doun 
Ther n*is no man so wise, that coude thenche 
So gay a popelot, or swiche a wenche. 
Ful brighter was the shining of hire hewe, 
Than in the tour the noble yforged newe. 
Bat of hire song, it was as loud and yerne, 
As any swalow sitting on a heme. 
Therto she coude skip, and make a game. 
As any kid or calf folowing his dame. 
Hire mouth was swete as braket or the meth. 
Or hord of apples, laid in hay or heth. 
Winsing she was, as is a jolly colt. 
Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt. 
A broche she bare upon hire low colere, 
As brode as is the bosse of a bokelere. 
Hire shoon were laced on hirelegges hie; 
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She was a primerole, a piggesnie, 
For any lord to liggen in his bedde, 
Or yet for any good yeman to wedde. 

Now sire, and eft sire, so befell the cas. 
That on a day this hendy Nicholas 
Fel with this yonge wif to rage and pleye. 
While that hire husbond was at Oseney, 
As clerkes ben ful subtil and ful queint. 
And prively he caught hire by the queint. 
And sayde ; Ywis, but if I have my wiD, 
For derne love of thee, lemraan, I spill. 
And helde hire faste by the hanche bones, 
And sayde ; Lemman, love me wel at ones. 
Or I wol dien, al so God me save. 

And she sprong as a colt doth in the trave : 
And with hire hed she writhed faste away, 
And sayde ; I wol not kisse thee by my fay. 
Why let be, (qiiod she) let be, Nicholas, 
Or I wol crie out harow and alas. 
Do way your hondes for your curtesie. 

This Nicholas gan mercy for to crie, 
And spake so faire, and profered him so fast, 
That she hire love him granted at the last, 
And swore hire oth by Seint Thomas of Kent, 
That she wold ben at his commandement, 
Whan that she may hire leiser wel espie. 
Myn husbond is so ful of jalousie. 
That but ye waiten wel, and be prive, 
I wot right wel I n'am but ded, quod she. 
Ye mosten be ful derne as in this cas. 

Nay, tberof car^ you not, quod Nicholas : 
A clerk had litherly beset his while, 
But if he coude a carpenter begile. 
And thus they were accorded and ysworne 
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To waite a time, as I have said beforne. 
Whan Nicholas had don thus every del, 
And thacked hire about the lendes wel, 
He kissed hire swete, and taketh his sautrie, 
And plaieth fast, and maketh melodie. 

Than fell it thus, that to the parish cherche 
(Of Cristes awen ^erkes for to werche) 
This good wif went apon a holy day : 
Hire forehed shone as bright as any day, 
So was it washen, whan she lete hire werk. 

Now was ther of that ehirche a parish clerk, 
The which that was yeleped Absolon. 
Crulle was his here, and as the gold it shon, 
And strouted as a faune large and brode ; 
Fal streight and even lay his joly shode. 
His rode was red, his eyen gr^y as goos. 
With Poules windowes corven on his shoos. 
In hosen red he went ful fetisly. 
Yclad he was ful smal and proprely, 
All in a kirtel of a. light waget ; 
Ful faire and thicke ben the pointes set. 
And therupon he had a gay surplise. 
As white as is the blosme upon the rise. 

A mery child he was, so God me save ; 
Wei co^d he leten blod, and clippe, and shave, 
And make a chartre of lond, and a quitance. 
In twenty manere coud he trip and dance, 
(After the scole of Oxenforde tho) 
And with his legges casten to and fro ; 
And playen songes on a smal ribible ; 
Therto he song somtime a loud quinible. 
And as wel coud he play on a giterne. 
In all the toun n*as brewhous ne taverns, 
That he ne visited with his solas, 
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Ther as that any gaillard tapstere was. 
But soth to say he was somdel sqaaimous 
Of farting, and of speche dangerous. 

This Absolon, that joly was and gay, 
Goth with a censer on the holy day. 
Censing the wives of the parish faste ; 
And many a lovely loke he on hem caste, 
And namely on this carpen teres wif : 
To loke on hire him thought a mery lif. 
She was so propre, and swete, and likerous. 
I dare wel sain, if she had ben a mous, 
And he a cat, he wolde hire hente anon. 

This parish clerk, this joly Absolon, 
Hath in his herte swiche a love^longing. 
That of no wif toke he non offering: 
For curtesie, he sayd, he n*olde non. 

The moone at night ful clere and brighte shon, 
And Absolon his giterne hath ytake, 
For paramours he thoughte for to wake. 
And forth he goth» jolif and amorous, 
Til he came to the carpen teres hous, 
A litel after the cockes had ycrow, 
And dressed him up by a shot window, 
That was upon the carpen teres wal. 
He singeth in his vois gentil and smal ; 
Now, dere lady, — if thy wille be, 
I pray you that ye — wol rewe on me ; 
Ful wel accordant to his giterning. 

This carpenter awoke, and herd him sing, 
And spake unto his wif, and said anon. 
What, Alison, heres thou not Absolon, 
That chanteth thus under our boures wal? 
And she answerd hire husbond therwithal ; 
Yes, God wot, John, I here him everv del. 
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This passeth forth ; what wol je bet than wel I 
Fro day to day this joly Absolon 
So loveth hire, that him is wo-begon. 
He waketh all the night, and ail the day. 
He kembeth his lockes brode, and made him gay. 
He woeth hire by menes and brocage. 
And swore he wolde ben hire owen page. 
He singeth brokking as a nightingale. 
He sent hire pinnes, methe, and spiced ale. 
And wafres piping hot out of the giede : 
And for she was of toun, he profered mede. 
For som folk wol be wonnen for richesse, 
And som for strokes, and som with gentillesse. 

Somtime to shew his lightnesse and maistrie 
He plaieth Herode on a skafibld hie. 
But what availeth him as in this cas ? 
So loveth she this bendy Nicholas, 
That Absolon may blow the buckes home : 
He ne had for his labour but a scorne. 
And thus she maketh Absolon hire ape. 
And all his ernest tourneth to a jape. 
Ful soth is this proverbe, it is no lie ; ~ 
Men say right thus alway ; the neighe slie 
Maketh oft time the fer leef to be lothe. 
For though that Absolon be wood or wrothe 
Because that he fer was from hire sight, 
This neighe Nicholas stood in his light. 

Now here thee wel, thou bendy Nicholas, 
For Absolon may waile and sing alas. 

And so befell that on a Saturday, 
This carpenter was gon to Osenay, 
And bendy Nicholas and Alison 
Accorded ben to this conclusion. 
That Nicholas 8h«l shapen. him a wUe Q^ogi^ 
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This sely jalous husbond to begile ; 
And if so were the game went aright. 
She shnld slepe in his armes alle night. 
For this was hire desire and his also. 
And right anon, withouten wordes mo, 
This Nicholas no lenger wolde tarie, 
But doth fnl soft unto his chambre carie- 
Both mete and drinke for a day or twey. 

And to hire husbond bad hire for to sey. 
If that he axed after Nicholas, 
She shulde say, she n'iste n6t wher he was ; 
Of all the day she saw him not with eye. 
She trowed he was in som maladie, 
For for no crie hire maiden coud him calle 
He n'olde answer, for nothing that might falle. 

Thus passeth forth all thilke Saturdiay, 
That Nicholas still in his chambre lay. 
And ete, and slept, and dide what him list 
Til Son day, that the sonne goth to rest. 

This sely carpenter hath gret mervaile 
Of Nicholas, or what thing might him aile, 
And said ; I am adrad by Seint Thomas 
It stondeth not aright with Nicholas : 
God shilde that he died sodenly. 
This world is now ful tikel sikerly. 
I saw to-day a corps yborne to cherche, 
That now on Monday last I saw him werche. 

Go up (quod he unto his knave) anon ; 
Clepe at his dore, or knocke with a ston : 
Loke how it is, and tell me boldely. 

This knave goth him up ful sturdely, 
And at the chambre dore while that he stood, 
He cried and knocked as that he were wood : 
What how? what do ye, maisteri^ichoilay ? 
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How may ye slepen all the longe day ? 
Bat all for nought, he herde not a word. 
An hole he fond fal low upon the Lord, 
Ther as the cat was wont in for to crepe^ 
And at that hole he loked in ful depe. 
And at the last he had of him a sight. 

This Nicholas sat ever gaping upright. 
As he had kyked on the newe mone. 

Adoun he goth, and telleth his niaister sone, 
In what array he saw this like man. 

This carpenter to blissen him began, 
And said ; Npw helpe us Seinte Frideswide. 
A man wote litel what shal him betide. 
This man is &llen with his astronomie 
In som woodnesse or in som agonie. 
I thought ay wel how that it shulde be. 
Men shulde not knowe of Goddes privetee. 
Ya blessed be alway a lewed man, 
That nought but only his beleve can. 
So ferd another clerk with astronomie ; 
He walked in the feldes for to prie 
Upon the sterres, what ther shuld befalle, 
Til he was in a'marlepit yfalle. 
He saw not that. But yet by Seint Thomas 
Me reweth sore of bendy Nicholas : 
He shal be rated of his studying, 
If that I may, by Jesus heven king. 

Oet me a staf, that I may underspore 
While that thou, Robin, hevest of the dore : 
He shal out of his studying, as I gesse. 
And to the chambre dore he gan him dresse. 
His knaye was a strong carl for the nones, 
And by the baspe he haf it of at ones; 
Into the flore the dore fell ^non, r-^^^i^ 
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This Nicholas sat ay as stille as ston. 
And ever he gaped upward into the aire. 

This carpenter wend he were in despeire, 
And hent him by the shulders mightily. 
And shoke him hard, and cried spitously ; 
What, Nicholas ? what how man ? loke adoun : 
Awake, and thinke on Cristes passioun. 
I croache thee from elves, and from wightes. 
Therwith the nightspel said he anon rightes, 
On foure halves of the hous ahoute, 
And on the threswold of the dore withonte. 
Jesn Crist, and Seint Benedight, 
Blisse this hous from every wicked wight, 
Fro the nightes mare, the wite Pater-noster ; 
Wher wonest thou Seint Peters suster? 

And at the last this hendy Nicholas 
Gan for to siken sore, and said ; Alas ! 
Shal all the world be lost eftsones now ? 

This carpenter answered ; What saiest thou ? 
What? thinke on God, as we do, men that swinke. 

This Nicholas answered ; Fetch me a drinke ; 
And after wol I speke in privetee 
Of certain thing that toucheth thee and me: 
I wol tell it non other man certain. 

This carpenter goth doun, and cometh again. 
And brought of mighty ale a large quart ; 
And whan that eche of hem had dronken his part, 
This Nicholas his dore faste shette. 
And doun the carpenter by him he sette, 
And'saide; John, min hoste lefe and dere. 
Thou shalt upon thy trouthe swere me here. 
That to no wight thou shalt my conseil wrey : 
For it is Cristes conseil that I say, 
And if thou tell it man, thou art forlore,: 
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For this vengeance thou shalt have therfore, 
That if thou wreye me, thou shalt be wood. 
Nay, Crist forbede it for his holy blood. 
Quod tho this sely man ; I am no labbe, 
Ne though I say it, I n*am not lefe to gabbe. 
Say what thou wolt, I shal it never telle 
To child ne wif, by him that harwed heUe. 

Now, John, (quod Nicholas) I wol not lie, 
I have yfbunde in miu astrologie, 
As I have loked in the moone bright, 
That now on Monday next, at quarter night, 
Shal faU a rain, and that so wild and wood 
That half so gret was never Noes flood. 
This world (he said) in lesse than in an houre 
Shal al be dreint, so hidous is the shoure : 
Thus shal mankinde drenche, and lese hir lif. 

This carpenter answerd ; Alas my wif! 
And shal she drenche ? alas min Alisoun ! 
For sorwe of this he fell almost adoun, 
And said; Is ther no remedy in this cas?* 

Why yes, for God, quod hendy Nicholas ; 
If thou wolt werken after lore and rede ; 
Thou maist not werken after thin owen hede. 
For thus saith Salomon, that was ful trewe ; 
Werke all by conseil, and thou shalt not rewe. 
And if thou werken wolt by good couseil, 
I undertake, withouten mast or seyl. 
Yet shal I saven hire, and thee and me. 
Hast thou not herd how saved was Noe, 
Whan that our Lord had warned him beforne, 
That al the world with water shuld be lorne ? 

Yes, (quod this carpenter) ful yore ago. 

Hast thou not herd (quod Nicholas) also 
The sorwe of Noe with his felawship, 
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Or that he mighte get his wif to ship ? 

Him had be lever, I dare wel undertake, 

At thilke time, than all his wethers blake, 

That she had had a ship hireself alone. 

And therfore wost thou what is best to done ? 

Thb axeth hast, and of an hastif thing 

Men may not preche and maken tarying. 

Anon go get us fast into this in 

A kneding trough or elles a kemelyn. 

For eche of us ; but loke that they ben large, 

In which we mowen swimme as in a barge : 

And have therin vitaille suffisant 

But for a day ; fie on the remenant ; 

The water shall aslake and gon away 

Abouten prime upon the nexte day. 

But Robin may not wete of this, thy knave, 

Ne eke thy mayden Gille I may not save : 

Axe not why : for though thou axe me, 

I wol not tellen Goddes privetee. . 

Suffideth thee, but if thy wittes madde, 

To have as gret a grace as Noe hadde. 

Thy wif shal I wel saven out of doute. 

Go now thy way, and spede thee hereaboute. 

But whan thou hast for hire, and thee, and me, 
Ygeten us these kneding tubbes thre. 
Than shalt thou hang hem in the roofe ful hie, 
That no man of our purveyance espie : 
And whan thou hast don thus as I have said. 
And hast our vitaille faire in hem ylaid. 
And eke an axe to smite the cord a-two 
Whan that the water cometh, that we may go, 
And breke an hole on high upon the gable 
Unto the gardin ward, over the stable. 
That we may frely passeu forth our way, 
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Whan that the grete shoure is gon away. 
Than shal thou swim as mery, I undertake, 
As doth the white doke after hire drake : 
Than wol I clepe, How Alison, how John, 
Be mery : for the flood wol passe anon. 
And thou wolt sain, Haile maister Nicholay, 
Good morwe, I see thee wel, for it is day. 
And than shall we be lordes all our lif 
Of all the world, as Noe and his wif. 
But of o thing Twame thee ful right. 
Be wel ayised on that ilke night, 
That we ben entred into sfaippes bord, 
That non of us ne speke not o word, 
Ne clepe ne crie, but be in his praiere. 
For it is Goddes owen heste dere. 

Thy wif and thou moste hangen fer a-twinne, 
For that betwixen you shal be no sinne, 
No more in loking than ther shal in dede. 
This ordinance is said ; go, God thee spede. 
To-morwe at night, whan men ben all aslepe, 
Into our kneding tubbes wol we crepe, 
And sitten ther, abiding Goddes grace. 
Go now thy way, I have no lenger space 
To make of this no lenger sermoning : 
Men sain thus : send the wise, and say nothing : 
Thou art so wise, it nedeth thee nought teche. 
Go, save our lives, and that I thee beseche. 

This sely carpenter goth forth his way, 
Ful oft he said alas, and wala wa. 
And to his wif he told his privetee, 
And she was ware, and knew it bet than he 
What all this queinte cast was for to sey. 
But natheles she ferde as she wold dey, * 

And said ; Alas ! go forth thy way anon. ^ 
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Helpe us to scape, or we be ded eche on. 

I am thy trewe veray wedded wif ; 

Go, dere spouse, and helpe to save our lif. 

Lo, what a gret thing is affection, 
Men may die of imagination. 
So depe may impression be take. 
This sely carpenter begin neth quake : 
Him thinketh yeraily that he may see 
Noes flood comen walwing as the see 
To drenchen Alison, his bony dere. 
He wepeth, waileth, maketh sory chere ; 
He siketh, with fill many a sory swough. 
He goth, and geteth him a kneding trough, 
And after a tubbe, and a kemelin, 
And prively he sent hem to his in : 
And heng hem in the roof in priyetee. 
His owen bond than made he ladders three. 
To climben by the renges and the stalkes 
Unto the tubbes honging in the balkes ; 
And vitaiUed bothe kemelin, trough and tubbc, 
With bred and chese, and good ale in a jubbe, 
Sufficing right ynow as for a day. 

But er that he had made all this array. 
He sent his knave, and eke his wencbe also 
Upon his nede to Loudon for to go. 
And on the Monday, whan it drew to night, 
He sbette his dore, withouten candel light, 
And dressed all thing as it shulde bee. 
And shortly up they clomben alle three. 
They sitten stille wel a furlong way. 
Now, Pater nostevy clum, said Nicholay, 
And clum, quod John, and clum, said Alison : 
This carpenter said his devotion. 
And still he sit, and biddeth his jpraiere^ 
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The dede slepe, for wery besinesse, 
Fell on this carpenter, right as I gesse, 
Abooten curfew-tirae, or litel more. 
For travaille of his gost he groneth sore, 
And eft he routeth, for his hed mislay. 
Doun of the ladder stalketh Nicholay, 
And Alison ful soft adoun hire spedde. 
Withouten wordes mo they went to bedde, 
Ther as the carpenter was wont to lie ; 
Ther was the revel, and the melodie. 
And thus lith Alison, and Nicholas, 
In besinesse of mirthe and in solas, 
Til that the bell of laudes gan to ring. 
And freres in the chancel gon to sing. 

This parish clerk, this amorous Absolon, 
That is for love alway so wo-begon, 
Upon the Monday was at Osenay 
With compagnie, him to disport and play ; 
And asked upon cas a cloisterer 
Ful prively after John the carpenter ; 
And he dfew him apart out of the chirche. 
He said, I n'ot ; I saw him not here wirche 
Sith Saturday ; I trow that he be went 
For timbre, ther our abbot hath him sent. 
For he is wont for timbre for to go. 
And dwellen at the Grange a day or two : 
Or elles he is at his hous certain. 
Wher that he be, I cannot sothly sain. 
This Absolon ful joly was and light, 
And though te, now is time to wake al night, 
For sikerly, I saw him nat stiring 
About his dore, sin day began to spring. 
80 mote I thrive, I shal at cockes crow ' 
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Fnl privelj go knocke at his window, 
That stant fal low upon his boures wall : 
To Alison wol I now tellen all 
Mj love-longing ; for yet I shall not misse, 
That at the leste way I shal hire kisse. 
Some maner comfort shal I have parfay. 
My mouth hath itched all this longe day : 
That is a signe of kissing at the leste. 
All night me mette eke, I was at a feste. 
Therfore I wol go slepe an hoare or twey, 
And all the night than wol I wake and play. 

Whan that the firste cock hath crowe, anon 
Up rist this joly lover Absolon, 
And him arayeth gay, at point devise. 
But first he cheweth grein and licorise, 
To smellen sote, or he had spoke with here. 
Under his tonge a trewe love he here. 
For therby wend he to ben gracious. 
He Cometh to the carpen teres hous. 
And still he stant under the shot window ; 
Unto his brest it raugbt, it was so low ; 
And soft he cougheth with a semisoun. 

What do ye honycombe, swete Alisoun ? 
My faire bird, my swete sinamome, 
Awaketh, lemman min, and speketh to me. 
Ful litel thinken ye upon my wo. 
That for your love I swete ther as I go. 
No wonder is though that I swelte and swete. 
I mourne as doth a lamb after the tete, 
Ywis, lemman, I have swiohe love-longing, 
That like a turtel trewe is my mourning. 
I may not ete no more than a maid. 

Go fro the window, jacke fool, she said : 
As helpe me God, it wol not be, compame. 
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I love anotber, or elles I were to blame, 
Wei bet tban tbee by Jesu, Absolon. 
Go fortb tbj way, or I wol cast a ston ; 
And let me slepe ; a twenty divel way. 
Alas ! (quod Absolon) and wala wa ! 
That trewe love was ever so y vel besette : 
Than kisse me, sin that it may be no bette, 
For Jesas love, and for the love of me. 

Wilt thou than go thy way therwith ? quod she. 
Ya certeS) lemraan, quod this Absolon. 
Than make thee redy, (quod she) I come anon. 

This Absolon doun set him on his knees, 
And saide ; I am a lord at all degrees : 
For after this I hope ther cometh more ; 
Lemman, thy grace, and, swete bird, thyn ore. 

The window she undoth, and that in haste. 
Have don, (quod she) come of, and spede thee 
Lest that our neigheboures thee espie. [faste. 

This Absolon gan wipe his mouth ful drie. 
Derke was the night, as pitch or as the cole, 
And at the window she put out hire hole, 
And Absolon him felle ne bet ne wers, 
But with his mouth he kist hire naked ers 
Ful savorly, er he was ware of this. 

Abak he sterte, and thought it was amis, 
For wel he wist a woman hath no herd. 
He felt a thing all rowe, and long yherd, 
And saide ; fy^ alas ! what have I do ? 

Te he, quod she, and clapt the window to ; 
And Absolon goth forth a sory pas. 

A herd, a herd, said hendy Nicholas ; 
By goddes corpus^ this goth faire and wel. 

This sely Absolon herd every del, 
And oji his lippe be gan for anger bite 5 
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And to himself he said, I shal thee quite. 

Who rubbeth now, who froteth now his lippes 

With dust, with sond, withstraw, with cloth, with 

But Absolon ? that saith full oft, alas ! [chippes, 

My soule betake I unto Sathanas, 

But me were lever than all this toun (quod he) 

Of this despit awroken for to be. 

Alas ! alas ! that I ne had yblent. 

His bote love is cold, and all yqueint. 

For fro that time that he had kist hire ers, 

Of paramours ne raught he not a kers, 

For he was heled df his maladie ; 

Ful often paramours he gan defie. 

And wepe as doth a child that is ybete. 

A softe pas he went him over the strete 

Until a smith, men callen dan Gerveis, 
That in his forge smithed plow-hameis; 

He sharpeth share and cultre besily. 
This Absolon knocketh all esily. 
And said ; Undo, Gerveis, and that anon. 
What, who art thou? It am I Absolon. 
What? Absolon, what? Cristes swete tre. 
Why rise ye so rath ? ey benedicitej 
What eileth you ? some gay girle, God it wote, 
Hath brought you thus upon the viretote : 
By Seint Neote, ye wote wel what I mene. 

This Absolon ne raughte not a bene 
Of all his play ; no word again he yaf. 
He hadde more tawe on his distaf 
Than Gervers knew, and saide ; Frend so dere, 
That bote culter in the cheminee here 
As lene it me, I have therwith to don : 
I wol it bring again to thee ful sone. 
Gerveis answered ; Certes, ^^^P-^^^^^y 
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Or in a poke tiobles all untold, 

Tbon shiildest it faaye, as I am trewe smith. 

Ey, Cristes foot, what wol ye don tberwith ? 

Therof, qnod Absolon^ be as be may ; 

I shal wel tellen thee another day : 

And caught the culter by the colde stele. 

Fnl soft out at the dore he gan to stele. 

And went unto the carpenteres wall. 

He coughed first, and knocked therwithall. 

Upon the window, right as he did er. 

This Alison answered ; Who is ther 
That knocketh so ? I warrant him a thefe. 

Nay, nay, (quod he) God wot, my swete lefe, 
I am thin Absolon, thy dereling. 
Of gold (quod he) I have thee brought a ring, 
My mother yave it me, so Grod me save, 
Fol fine it is, and therto wel ygrave : 
This wol I yeven thee, if thou me kisse. 

This Nicholas was risen for to pisse, 
And thought he wolde amendcn all the jape, 
He shulde kisse his ers er that he scape : 
And up the window did he hastily. 
And out his ers he putteth prively 
0?er the buttok, to the hanche bon. 
And therwith spake this clerk, this Absolon, 
Speke swete bird, I n'ot not wher thou art. 

This Nicholas anon let fieen a fart, 
As gret as it had ben a thonder dint, 
That with the stroke he was wel nie yblint : 
And he was redy with his yren bote, 
And Nicholas amid the ers he smote. 

Off goth the skinne an hondbrede al aboute. 
The bote culter brenned so his toute. 
That for the smert he wened for to die ^ 
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As he were wood, for wo he gan to crie. 
Help, water, water, help for Ooddes herte. 

This carpenter out of his slomber sterte, 
And herd on erie water, as he were wood. 
And thought, alas, now cometh Noes flood. 
He set. him up withouten wordes mo, 
And with his axe he smote the cord atwo ; 
And doun goth all ; he fond neyther to selle 
Ne breed ne ale, til he came to the selle, 
Upon the flore, and ther aswoune he lay. 

Up sterteu Alison and Nicholay, 
And crieden, out and harow ! in the strata. 

The neighebonres bothe smale and grete 
In ranuen, for to gauren on this man, 
That yet aswoune lay^ bothe pale and wan : 
For with the fall he brosten hath his arm. 
But stouden he must unto his owen harm, 
For whan he spake, he was anon bore doun 
With bendy Nicholas and Alisoun. 
They tolden every man that he was wood ; 
He was agaste so of Noes flood 
Thurgh fantasie, that of his vanitee 
He had ybought him kneding tubbe's three, 
And had hem honged in the roof above ; 
And that he praied hem for Goddes love 
To sitten in the roof par compagnie. 

The folk gan laughen at his &ntasie. 
Into the roof they kyken, and they gape. 
And turned all his harm into a jape. 
For what so that this carpenter answerd, 
It was for nought, no man his reson herd. 
With othes gret he was so sworne adoun. 
That he was holden wood in all the toun. 
For everich clerk anon right held with other ; 
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They said, the man was wood, my leve brother ; 
And every wight gan laughen at this strif. 

Thus swived was the earpenteres wif, 
For all his keping, and his jalousie ; 
And Absolon hath kist hire nether eye ; 
And Nicholas is scalded in the tonte. 
This tale is don, and God save all the route. 
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WHAN folk han laughed at this nice cas 
Of Absolon and hendy Nicholas, 
Diverse folk diversely they saide, 
But for the more part they lought and plaide ; 
Ne at this tale I saw no man him greve, 
But it were only Osewold the Reve, 
Because he was of earpenteres craft, 
A litel ire is in his herte ylaft ; 
He gan to grutch and blamen it a lite. 
So the ik, quod he, ful wel coude I him quite 
With blering of a proude milleres eye, 
If that me list to speke of ribandrie. 
But ik am olde ; me list not play for age ; 
Gras time is don, my foddre is now forage* 
This white top Writeth min olde yeres ; 
Min herte is also mouled as min heres ; 
But if I fare as dolh an open-^rs ; 
That ilke fruit is ever lenger the wers, 
Til it be roten in muUok, or in stre. 

We olde men, I drede, so faren we, 
Til we be roten, can we not be ripe ; 
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We hoppe alway, while that the world wol pipe ; 

For in oar will ther stiketh ever a nayl, 

To have an hore hed and a grene tayl, 

As hath a leke ; for though our might be gon, 

Our will desireth folly ever in on : 

For whan we may not don, than wol we spekeii, 

Yet in our ashen oold is fire yreken. 

Foure gledes han we, which I shal devise, 
Avaunting, lying, anger> &nd covetise. 
These foure sparkes longen unto elde. 
Our olde limes mow wel ben unwelde, 
But will ne shal not faillen, that is sothe. 
And yet have I alway a coltes totbe, 
As many a yere as it is passed henne, 
Sin that my tappe of lif began to renne. 
For sikerly, whan I was borne, anon 
Deth drow the tappe of lif, and let it gon : 
And ever sith hath so the tappe yronne, 
Til that almost all empty is the tonne. 
The streme of lif now droppeth on the chimbe. 
The sely tonge may wel ringe and chimbe 
Of wretchednesse, that passed is ful yore : 
AYith olde folk, save dotage, is no more. 

Whan that our Hoste had herd this sermoning, 
He gan to speke as lordly as a king, 
And sayde ^ What amounteth all this wit ? 
What? shall we spcke all day of holy writ? 
The divel made a Reve for to preche, 
Or of a souter a shipm^n, or a leche. 

Say forth thy tale, and tary not the time : 
Lo Depeford, and ii is half way prime : 
Lo Grenewich, ther many a shrew is inne. 
It were al time thy tale to beginne. 

Now, sires, quod this Osewold the Reve, 
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I pray yon alle, that ye not you gre^e, 
Though I answere, and gomdel set his howve^ 
For leful is with force, force off to show ve. 
This dronken Miller hath ytold aa here, 
How that begiled was a carpentere, 
Paraventure in scorney for I am on : 
And. by your leve, I shal him quite anon. 
Right in his cherles termes wol I speke. 
I pray to God his necke mote to-breke. 
He can wel in min eye seen a stalk. 
But in his owen he cannot seen a balk. 



AT Trompington, not fer fro Cantebrigge, 
Ther goth a brook, and over that a brigge. 
Upon the whiche brook ther stont a raelle : 
And this is veray sothe, that I you telle. 
A miller was ther dwelling many a day, 
As any peacok he was proude and gay : 
Pipen he conde, and fishe, and nettes bete, 
And turnen cuppes, and wrastlen wel, and shete. 
Ay by his belt he bare a long pavade. 
And of a swerd ful trenchant was the blade. 
A joly popper bare he in his pouche ; 
Ther n'as no man for peril dorst him touche. 
A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hose. 
Round was his face, and camuse was his nose. 
As pilled as an ape was his skull. 
He was a market-beter at the full. 
Ther dorste no wight bond upon ^^^™/^^^5gIe 
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That he ne swore he shuld anon abegge. 

A thefe he was forsoth, of corn and mele. 
And that a slie, and usant for to stele. 
His name was hoten deinons Simekin. 
A wif he hadde, comen of noble kin : 
The person of the toun hire father was. 
With hire he yaf ful many a panne of bras. 
For that Simkin shuld in his blood allie. 
She was yfostered in a nonnerie : 
For Simkin wolde no wif, as he sayde, 
But she were wel ynourished, and a mayde. 
To saven his estat of yemanrie : 
And she was proud, and pert as is a pie. 
A ful faire sight was it upon hem two. 
On holy dayes beforne hire wold he go 
With his tipet ybounde about his hed ; 
And she came after in a gite of red, 
And Simkin hadde hosen of the same. 
Ther dorste no wight clepen hire but Dame : 
Was non so hardy, that went by the way, 
That with hire dorste rage or ones play, 
But if he wold be slain of Simekin 
With pavade, or with knif, or bodekin. 
(For jalous folk ben perilous evermo : 
Algate they wold hir wives wenden so.) 
And eke for she was somdel smoterlich. 
She was as digne as water in a dich, 
And al so ful of hoker, and of bismare. 
Hire thoughte that a ladie shuld hire spare, 
What for hire kinrede, and hire nortelrie 
That she had lerned in the nonnerie. 

A doughter hadden they betwix hem two 
Of twenty yere, withouten any mo. 
Saving a child that was of half yere aa^e, 
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Id cradle it lay, and was a propre page*. 
This wenche thicke and wel ygrowen was, 
With camuse noee, and eyen grey as glas; 
With buttokes brode, and brestes round and hie ; 
Bat right faire was hire here, I wol nat lie. 

The person of the toun, for she was faire, 
In purpos was to maken hire his haire 
Both of bis catel, and of his mesaage, 
And strange he made it of hire mariage* 
His purpos was for to bestowe hire hie 
Into sona worthy blood of ancestrie. 
For holy chirches good mote ben despended 
On holy chirches blood that is descended. 
Therfore he wolde his holy-blood honoure, 
Though that he holy chirche shuld devoure. 

Gret soken hath this miller out of doute 
With whete and malt, of all the land aboute ; 
And namely ther was a gret college 
Men clepe the Soler hall at Cantebrege, 
Ther was hir whete and eke hir malt yground. 
And on a day it happed in a stound, 
Sike lay the manciple on a maladie, 
Men wenden wisly that he shulde die. 
For which this miller stale both mele and corn 
An hundred times more than beforn. 
For therbefoni he stale but curteisly, 
But now he was a thefe outrageously. 
For which the wardein chidde and made fare. 
But therof set the miller not a tare ; 
He craked host, and swore it n'as not so. 

Than were ther yonge poure scoleres two. 
That dwelten in the halle of which I say ; 
Testif they were, and lu^ty for to play ; 
And only for hir mirth and reyelri^gtzed by Google 
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upon the wardeia besilj they crie, 

To jeve hem leve but a litel stound^ 

To gon to mille, and seen hir corn yground : 

And hardily they dorsten lay hir necke. 

The miller shuld not stele hem half a pecke 

Of com by sleighte, ne by force hem reve. 

And at the last the wardeia yaye hem leve : 
John highte that on, and Alein highte that other. 
Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother, 
Fer in the Norths I can not tellen where. 

This Alein maketh redy all his gere. 
And on a hors the sak he cast anon : 
Forth goth Alein the clerk, and also John, 
With good swerd and with bokeler by hir side. 
John knew the way, him neded not no guide, 
And at the mille the sak adoun he laith. 

Alein spake first ; All haile, Simond, in fiiith, 
How fares thy faire doughter, and thy wif ? 

Alein, welcome (quod Simkiu) by my lif, 
And John also : how now, what do ye here ? 
By God, Simond, (quod John) nede has no pere. 
Him behoves serve himself that has na swain. 
Or elles he is a fool, as clerkes sain. 
Our manciple I hope he wol be ded, 
Swa werkes ay the wanges in his bed : 
And therfore is I come, and eke Alein, 
To grind our com and cary it hame agein : 
I pray you spede us henen that ye may. ' 

It shal be don (quod Simkin) by my fky. 
What wol ye don while that it is in hand ? 
By God, right by the hopper wol I standi 
(Quod John) and seen how that the corn gas in. 
Yet saw I never by my fader kin, 
How that the hopper wagges til and ^m^ 
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Alein answered ; Johi>, and wolt then swa ? 
Than wol I be benethe by my croun, 
And see how that the mele falles adoun 
In til the trogh, that shal be my disport : 
For, John, in £uth I may ben of your sort ; 
I is as iH a miller as is ye. 

This miller smiled at hir nicetee, 
And thought, all this n'is don but for a wile. 
They wenen that no man may hem begile, 
But by my thrift yet shal I blere hir eie, 
For all the sleighte in hir philosophie. 
The more queinte knakkes that they make, 
The more wol I stele whan that I take. 
In stede of flour yet wol I yeve hem bren. 
The gretest clerkes ben not the wisest men, 
As whilom to the wolf thus spake the mare : 
Of all hir art ne count I not a tare. 

Out at the dore he goth ful prively, 
Whan that he saw his time, soflely. 
He loketh up and doun, til he hath found 
The clerkes hors, ther as he stood ybound 
Behind the mille, under a leyesell : 
And to the hors he goth him faire and well. 
And stripeth of the bridel right anon. 

And whan the hors was laus, he gan to gon 
Toward the fen, ther wilde mares renne, 
And forth, with wehee, thurgh thick and thinne. 
This miller goth again, no word he said. 
Bat doth his note, and with these clerkes plaid. 
Till that hir corn was faire and wel yground. 
And whan the mele is sacked and ybound, 
This John goth out, and fiut his hors away, 
And gan to crie, harow and wala wa ! 
Our hors is lost : Alein, for Croddes ban(^^ j^ 
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St^p on thy feet ; come of, man, al at anes : 
Alas ! our wardein has his palfrey lorn. 

This Alein al forgat both mele and corn ; 
Al was out of his mind his husbandrie : 
What, whilke way is he gon ? he gan to crie. 

The wif came leping inward at a renne. 
She sayd ; Alas ! youre hors goth to the fenne 
With wilde mares, as fast as he may go. 
Unthank come on his hand that bond him so. 
And he that better shuld have knit the rein. 

Alas ! (quod John) Alein, for Christes pein 
Lay doun thy swerd, and I shal min alswa. 
I is ful wight, God wate, as is a ra. 
By Goddes saule he shal not scape us bathe. 
Why ne had thou put the capel in the lathe ? 
Ill haile, Alein, by God thou is a fonne. 

These sely clerkes ban ful fast yronne 
Toward the fen, bothe Alein and eke John : 
And whan the miller saw that they were gon, 
He half a bushel of hir flour hath take, 
And bad his wif go knede it in a cake. 
He sayd ; I trow, the clerkes were aferde. 
Yet can a miller make a clerkes berde, 
For all his art. Ye, let hem gon hir way. 
Lo wher they gon. Ye, let the children play : 
They get him not so lightly by my croup. 

These sely clerkes rennen up and doun 
With kepe,kepe; stand, stand ; jossa, warderere. 
Ga whistle thou, and I shal kepe him here. 
But shortly, til that it was veray night 
They coude not, though they did all hir might, 
Hir capel catch, he ran alway so fast : 
Til in a diche they caught him at the last. 

Wery and wet, as bestes in the rain, 
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Cometh sely John, and with him cometh Alein. 
Alas (quod John) the day that I was borne ! 
Now are we driven til hethiug and til scome. 
Our com is stolne, men wol us fonues calle* 
Both the wardein, and eke our felawes alle, 
And namely the miller, wala wa! 

Thus plaineth John, as he goth by the way 
Toward the roille, and bayard in his hond. 
The miller sitting by the fire he fond. 
For it was night, and forther might they nought, 
But for the love of God they him besought 
Of herberwe and ofese, as for hir peny. 

The miller saide agen, if ther be any, 
iSwiche as it is, yet shull ye have your part, 
Myn hous is streit, but ye have lemed art ; 
Ye can by argumentes maken a place 
A mile brode, of twenty foot of space. 
Let see now if this place may suffice, 
Or make it roume with speche, as is your gise. 
Now, Simoud, (said this John) by Seint Cuth- 
Ay is thou mery, and that is faire answerd. [herd 
I have herd say, man sal take of twa thinges, 
Slike as he findes, or slike as he bringes. 
But specially I pray thee, hoste dere, 
Gar us have mete and drinke,and make us chere. 
And we sal paien trewely at the full : 
With empty hand, men may na haukes tuU. 
Lo here our silver redy for to spend. 

This miller to the toun his doughter send 
For ale and bred, and rosted hem a goos, 
And bond hir hors, he shuld no more go loos : 
And in his owen chambre hem made a bedde. 
With shetes and with chalons faire yspredde, 
Nat from his owen bed ten foot or twelve : 
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His doughter had a bed all by hireselve. 
Right in the same cfaambre by and by : 
It mighte be no bet, and cause why, 
Ther was no roumer herbeVwe in the place. 
They soupen, and they speken of solace. 
And drinkeu ever strong ale at the best. 
Abouten midnight wente they to rest. 

Wei hath this miller vemished his hed, 
Ful pale he was, for-dronken, and nought red. 
He yoxeth, and he speketh thurgh tlte nose. 
As he were on the quakke, or on the pose. 
To bed he goth, and with him goth his wif : 
As any jay she light was and jolif, 
So was hire joly whistle wel ywette. 
The cradel at hire beddes feet was sette, 
To rocken, and to yeye the child to souke. 
And whan that dronken was all in the crouke 
To bedde went the doughter right anon. 
To bedde goth Alein, and also John. 
Ther n*as no more ; nedeth hem no dwale. 
This miller hath so wisly bibbed ale, 
That as an hors he snorteth in his slepe, 
Ne of his tail behind he toke no kepe. 
His wif bare him a burdon a ful strong ; 
Men might hir routing heren a fiirlong. 
The wenche routeth eke par compagnie, 

Alein the clerk that herd this melodie, 
He poketh John, and sayde : Slepest thou ? 
Herdest thou ever slike a song er now ? 
Lo whilke a complin is ymell hem alle. 
A wilde fire upon hir bodies falle, 
Wha herkned ever slike a ferly thing ? 
Ye, they shall have the flour of yvel ending. 
This lange night ther tides me no reste. 
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But yet na force, all shal be for the beste. 
For, John, (sayd he) as ever mote I thriye. 
If that I may, yon wenche wol I Bwiye. 
Som esement has lawe yshapen ns. 
For, John, ther is a lawe that saieth thusi 
That if a man in o pcMot be agreved. 
That io another he shal be releved. 
Our corn is stolne, sothly it is na nay, 
Aud we ban had an y vel fit to-day. 
And sin I shal have nan amendement 
Again my losse, I wol have an esement : 
By Goddes saule, it shal nan other be. 

This John answered ; Alein, avise thee : 
The miller is a perilous man, he sayde. 
And if that he out of his slepe abraide. 
He mighte don ns bathe a vilanie. 
Alein answered ; I count him nat a flie. 
And up he rist, and by the wenche he crept. 
This wenche lay upright, and faste slept, 
Til he so nigh was, er she might espie, 
That it had ben to late for to crie : 
And shortly for to say, they were at on. 
Now play, Alein, for I wol speke of John. 

This John lith still a furlong way or two, 
And to himself he maketh routh and wo, 
Alas ! (quod he) this is a wicked jape ; 
Now may I say, that I is but an ape. 
Yet has my felaw somwhat for his liarme ; 
He has the millers doughter in his arme : 
He auntred him, and hath his nedes spedde, 
And I lie as a draf-aak in my bedde ; 
Aud whan this jape is tald another day^, 
I shal be halden a daffe or a cokenay : 
I wol arise, and auntre it by my fey : , 
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Ud hardy is nnsely, thus men say. 

And up he rose, and softely he went 
Unto the crade], and in his hand it hent. 
And bare it soft unto his beddes fete. 
Sone afler this the wif hire routing lete^ 
And gan awake, and went hire out to pisse, 
And came again, and gan the eradel misse, 
And groped here and ther, but she fond non. 
Alas ! (quod she) I had almost misgon. 
I had almost gon to the clerkes bedde. 
Ey benedicite^ than had I foule yspedde. 
And forth she goth, til she the eradel fond. 
She gropeth alway forther with hire bond, 
And fond the bed, and thoughte nat but good, 
Because that the eradel by it stood, 
And n'iste wher she was, for it was derk. 
But faire and wel she crept in by the clerk, 
And lith ful still, and wold ban caught a slepe. 
Within a while this John the clerk up lepe. 
And on this goode wif he laieth on sore ; 
So mery a fit ne had she nat ful yore. 
He priketh hard and depe, as he were mad. 

This joly lif ban these two clerkes lad, 
Til that the thridde cok began to sing. 
Alein wex werie in the morwening, 
For he had swonken all the longe night, 
And sayd j Fare wel, Malkin, my swete wight. 
The day is come, I may no longer bide. 
But evermo, wher so I go or ride, 
I is thin awen clerk, so have I hele. 
Now, dere leroman, quod she, go farewele : 
But or thou go, o thing I wol thee tell. 
Whan that thou wendest homeward by the mell, 
Right at the entree of the dore bebind 
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Thou shalt a oake of half a bushel find^ 
That waa ymaked of thin owen mele. 
Which that I haipe my fader for to stele. 
And goode leminan, God thee save and kepe. 
And With that word she gan almost to wepe. 

Alein uprist and thought, er that it daw 
I wol go crepen in by my felaw : 
And fond the cradel at his hand anon. 
By Grody thought he, all wrang I have misgon : 
My hed is tottie of my swink to-night, 
That maketh me that I go nat aright. 
I wot wel by the cradel I have misgo ; 
Here lith the miller and his wif also. 
And forth he goth a twenty divel way 
Unto the bed, ther as the miller lay. 
He wend have cropen by his felaw John, 
And by the miller in he crept anon. 
And caught him bythenekke, and gan him strake, 
And sayd ; Thou John, thou swineshed awake, 
For Cristes saule, and here a noble game : 
For by that lord that called is Seint Jame, 
As I have thries as in this short night 
Swived the millers doughter bolt-upright, 
While thou hast as a coward ben agast. 

Ye, false harlot, quod the miller, hast ? 
A, false traitour, false clerk, (quod he) 
Thou shall be ded by Goddes dignitee, 
Who dorste be so bold to disparage 
My doughter, that is come of swiche linage. 
And by the throte-^bolle he caught Alein, 
And he him hent despitously again. 
And on the nose he smote him with his fist ; 
Doun ran the blody streme upon his brest : 
And in the flore with nose and mouth to-broke 
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They walwe, as don two pigges in a poke. 
And up they gon, and doun again anon. 
Til that the miller sporned at a ston. 
And doun he fe^ backward upon his wif. 
That wiste nothing of this nice strif: 
For she was fall aslepe a litel wight 
With John the clerk, that waked had all night: 
And with the fall out of hire slepe she braide. 
Helpe, holy crois of Bromeholme, (she sayde) 
In manus tuasy Lord, to thee I call. 
Awake, Simond, the fend is on me fall ; 
Myu herte is broken ; helpe ; I n'am but ded ; 
Ther lith on up my woipbe and up myn hed. 
Helpe, Simkin, for the false clerkes fight. 
This John stert up as fast as ever he might. 
And graspeth by the walles to and fro 
To find a staf, and she stert up also, 
And knew the estres bet than did this John, 
And by the wall she toke a staf anon : 
And saw a litel shemering of a light. 
For at an hole in shone the mone bright, 
And by that light she saw hem bothe two, 
But sikcrly she n'iste who was who, 
But as she saw a white thing in hire eye. 
And whan she gan this white thing espie, 
She wend the clerk had wered a volupere; 
And with the staf she drow ay nere and nere, 
And wend han hit this Alein atte ftiU, 
And smote the miller on the pilled skull. 
That doun he goth, and cried, harow I I die. 
Thise clerkes bete him wel, and let him lie. 
And greithen hem, and take hir hors anon. 
And eke hir mele, and on hir way they gon : 
And at the mille dore eke they toke hir cake 
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Of half a bashel flour, ful wel ybake. 

Thus is the proude miller wel ybete. 
And hath ylost the grinding of the whete» 
And paied for the souper every del 
Of Aleiu and of John, that bete him wel; 
His wif is swivedy and his doughter als ; 
Lo, swiche it is a miller to be fals. 
And therfore this proverbe is sajd fal soth, 
Him thar not winnen wel that evil doth ; 
A gilour shal himself begiled be : 
And God that siteth hie in magestee 
Save all this compagnie, gret and smale, 
Thas have I quit the miller in my tale. 
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THE Coke of London, while the Reve spake, 
For joye (him thought) he clawed him on 
the bak: 
A ha (quod he) for Cristes passion, 
This miller had a sharpe conclusion, 
Upon this argument of herbergage. 
Wel sayde Salomon in his langage, 
Ne bring not every man into thin hous. 
For herberwing by night is perilous. 
Wel ought a man avised for to be 
Whom that he brought into his privetee. 
I pray to God so yeve me sorwe and care, 
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If ever, sithen I highte Hodge of Ware, 

Herd I a miller bet jsette a-werk ; 

He had a jape of malice in the derk. 
But God forbede that we stinten here. 

And therfore if ye vouchen sauf to here 

A tale of me that am a ponre man, 

I wol joa tell as wel as ever I can 

A litel jape that fell in onr citee. 

Our Hoste answerd and sayde; I grant it 
thee : 
Now tell on, Roger, and loke that it be good. 
For many a pastee hast thou letten blood, 
And many a Jacke of Dover hast thou sold. 

That hath been twies hot and twies cold. 
Of many a pilgrim hast thou Cristes curse, 
For of thy perselee yet fare they the werse, 
That they ban eten in thy stoble goos : 
For in thy shop goth many a file loos. 
Now tell on, gen til Roger by thy name, 
But yet I pray thee be not wroth for game ; 
A man may say ful soth in game and play. 

Thou sayst ful soth, quod Roger, by my fay ; 
But soth play quckde spel, as the Fleming saith : 
And therfore, Herry Bailly, by thy faith. 
Be thou not wroth, or we departen here. 
Though that my tale be of an hostelere. 
But nathqles, I wol not telle it yet, 
But er we part, ywis thou shalt be quit. 
And therwithal he lough and made chere, 
And sayd his tale, as ye shul after here. 
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APRENTIS whilom dwelt in our citee, 
And of a crafl; of vitaillers was he : 
Gaillard he was,' as goldfinch in the shawe, 
Brooae as a beiy, a propre short felawe : 
With lokkes blake, kembed ful fetisljr. 
Daucen he coude so wel and jolily, 
That he was cleped Perkin Revelour. 
He was as ful of love and paramour. 
As is the hive ful of hony swete ; 
Wel was the wenche with him mighte mete. 

At every bridale would he sing and hoppe ; 
He loved bet the taverne than the shoppe. 
For whan ther any riding was in Chepe, 
Out of the shoppe thider wold he lepe, 
And til that he had all the sight ysein, 
And danced wel, he wold not come agcin ; 
And gadred him a meinie of his sort. 
To hoppe and sing, and maken swiche disport : 
And ther they setten Steven for to mete 
To plaien at the dis in swiche a strete. 
For in the toun ne was ther no prentis, 
That &irer coude caste a pair of dis 
Than Perkin coude, and therto he was fre 
Of his dispence, in place of privetee. 
That fond his maister wel in his chafiare, 
For often time he fond his box ful bare. 

For sothly, a prentis, a revelour, 
That hanteth dis, riot and paramour. 
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His maieter slial it in his shoppe abie, 
Al have he no part of the minstralcie. 
For theft and riot they ben convertible, 
Al can they play on giterne or ribible. 
Revel and trouth, as in a low degree. 
They ben ful wroth all day, as men may see. 

This joly prentis with his maister abode, 
Til he was neigh out of his prentishode, 
Al were he snibbed bothe erly and late. 
And somtime lad with revel to Newgate. 
But at the last his maister him bethought 
Upon a day, whan he his paper sought. 
Of a proverbe, that saith this same word ; 
Wei bet is roten appel out of hord, 
Than that it rote alle the remenant : 
So fareth it by a riotous servant ; 
It is wel lasse harm to let him pace, 
Than he shende all the servants in the place. 
Therfore his maister yaf him a quitance. 
And bad him go, with sorwe and with meschance. 
And thus this joly prentis had his leve : 
Now let him riot all the night or leve. 

And for ther n'is no thefe without a louke, 
That helpeth him to wastcn and to souke 
Of that he briben can, or borwe may. 
Anon he sent his bed and his array 
Unto a compere of his owen sort. 
That loved dis, and riot, and disport ; 
And had aw if, that held for coutenance 
A shoppe, and swived for hire sustenance. 
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OUR Hoste saw wel, that the brighte sonne 
The ark of his artificial day had tonne 
The fourthe part, and half an houre and more; 
And though he were not depe expert in lore. 
He wbte it was the eighte and twenty day 
Of April, that is messager to May ; 
. And saw wel that the shadow of every tree 
Was as in lengthe of the same quantitee 
That was the body erect, that caused it ; 
And therfore by the shadow he toke his wit, 
That Phebus, which that shone so clere and 

bright. 
Degrees was five and fourty clombe on hight : 
And for that day, as in that latitude. 
It was ten of the clok, he gan conclude ; 
And sodenly he plight his hors aboute. 

Lordings, quod he, I warne you all this route, 
The fourthe partie of this day is gon. 
Now for the love of God and of Seint John 
Leseth no time, as ferforth as ye may. 
Lordings, the time it wasteth night and day. 
And steleth from us, what prively sleping. 
And what thurgh negligence in our waking. 
As doth the streme, that turneth never again, 
Descending fro the montagne into a plain. 
Wel can Senek and many a philosophre 
Bewailen time, more than gold in coffre. 
For loflse of catel may recovered be, _ , 
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Bat losse of time shendeth us, quod he. 
It wol Dot come again withouten drede. 
No more than wol Malkins maidenhede, 
Whan she hath lost it in hire wantonnesse. 
Let us not moulen thus in idlenesse. 

Sire man of Lawe, quod he, so have ye Wis, 
Tell us a tale anon, as forword is. 
Ye ben submitted thurgh your free assent 
To stonde in this cas at my jugement. 
Acqniteth you now, and holdeth your behest; 
Tlian have ye don your devoir at the lest. 

Hoste, quod he, de par dieuxjeo assentCy 
To breken forword is not min entente. 
Behest is dette, and I wold hold it fayn 
AH my behest, I can no better sayn. 
For swiche lawe as man yeveth another wight, 
He shuld himselven nsen it by right. 
Thus wol our text : but natheles certain 
I nan right now no thrifty tale sain, 
But Chaucer (though he can but lewedly 
On metres and on riming craftily) 
Hath sayd hem, in swiche English as he can, 
Of olde time, as knoweth many a man. 
And if he have not sayd hem, leve brother, 
In o book, he hath sayd hem in another. 
For he hath told of lovers up and doun. 
Mo than Ovide made of roentioun 
In his Epistolisj that ben ful olde. 
What shuld I tellen hem, sin they ben tolde ? 
In yoiithe he made of Ceys and Alcyon, 
And sitheu hath he spoke of everich on 
Thise noble wives, and thise lovers eke. 
Who so that wol his large volume seke 
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Cleped the seintes legende of Capide : 

Ther may he se the large woundes wide 

Of Lucrece, and of Bahy Ion Thisbe } 

The swerd of Dido for the false Enee ; 

The tree of Phillis for hire Deniophon ; 

The plaint of Dejanire, and Hermion, 

Of Adriane, and Ysiphilee; 

The barreine ile stonding in the see ; 

The dreint Leandre for his fajre Hero ; 

The teres of Heleine, and eke the wo 

Of Briseide, and of Ladomia ; 

The erueltee of thee, quene Medea, 

Thj litel children hanging bj the hals, 

For thy Jason, that was of love so fals. 

O Hipermestra, Penelope, Alceste, 

Your wifhood he commendeth with the beste. 

But certainly no word ne writeth he 
Of thilke wicke ensample of Canace, 
That loved hire owen brother sinfully j 
(Of all swiche cursed stories I say fy) 
Or elles of Tyrius Appolonius, 
How that the cursed king Antiochus 
Beraft his doughter of hire maidenhede. 
That is so horrible a tale for to rede, 
Whan he hire threw upon the pavement* 
And therfore he of ful avisement 
N old never write in non of his sermons 
Of swiche unkinde abhominations $ 
Ne I wol non reherse, if that I may. 
But of my tale how shal I don this day ? 
Me were loth to be likened douteles 
To Muses, that men clepe Pierides, 
(Metamarpkoseos wote what I mene) 
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But natheles I recche not a bene, 
Though I come after him with hawebake, 
I speke in prose, and let him rimes make. 
And with that word, he with a sobre chere 
Began his tale, and sayde, as ye shnll here. 

OSCATHFUL harm, condition of poverte, 
With thirsty with cold, with hunger so con- 
founded, 
To asken helpe thee shameth in thin herte, 
If thou non ask, so sore art thou y wounded, 
That yeray nede unwrappeth al thy wound hid. 
Maugre thin bed thou must for indigence 
Or stele, 6r begge, or borwe thy dispence. 

Thou blamest Crist, and sayst fnl bitterly, 
He misdeparteth richesse temporal : 
Thy neighebour thou witest sinfully, 
And sayst, thou hast a litel, and he hath all : 
Par&y (sayst thou) somtime he reken shall, 
Whan that bis tayl shal brennen in the glede, 
For he nought helpeth needful in htr nede. 
Herken what is the sentence of the wise, 
Bet is to dien than have indigence. 
Thy selve neighebour wol thee despise. 
If thou be poure, farewel thy reverence. 
Yet of the wise man take this sentence, 
Alle the dayes of poure men ben wicke. 
Beware therfore or thou come to that pricke« 
If thou be poure^ thy brother lu^th thee» 
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And a)l thy frendes fleen fro thee, alas ! 
O riche marchants, ful of wele ben ye, 

Dobley o prudent folk, as in this cas, 
Yoar bagges ben not filled with ambes as. 

But with sis cink, that renneth for your chance ; 
At Cristenmasse mery may ye dance. 

Ye seken loud and see for your winninges, 
As wise folk ye knowen all th'estat 
Of regnes, ye ben fathers of tidinges, 
And tales, both of pees and of debat : 

1 were right now of tales desolat, 

N'ere that a marchant, gon is many a yere. 
Me taught a tale, which that ye shull here. 

In SuRRiB whilom dwelt a compagnie 
Of chapmen rich, and therto sad and trewe. 
That wide where senten hir spicerie, 
Clothes of gold, and satins riche of hewe. 
Hir chaffare was so thriftly and so newe. 
That every wight hath deintee to chafiare 
With hem, and eke to sellen hem hir ware. 

Now fell it, that the maisters of that sort 
Han shapen hem to Rome for to wende. 
Were it for chapmanhood or for disport, 
Non other message wold they thider sende. 
But comen hemself to Rome, this is the ende : 
And in swiche place as thought hem avantage 
For hir entente, they taken hir herbergage. 

Sojourned ban these marchants in that toun 
A certain time, as fell to hir plesance : 
And so befell, that the excellent renoun 
Of the emperoures doughter dame Custance 
Reported was, with eyery circumstance. 
Unto these Surrien marchants, in swiche wise 
Fro day to day, as I shal you devise. ^ , 
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This was the commnn vois of every man : 
Our emperour of Rome, God him se, 
A doughter hath, that sin the world began, 
To reken as wel hire goodnesse as beaate, 
N'as never swiche another as is she : 
I pray to Grod in honour hire sustene. 
And wold she were of all Earope the quene. 

In hire is high beaute withoutcn pride, 
Youthe, withouten grenehed or fblie : 
To all hire werkes vertue is hire guide ; 
Humblesse hath slaien in hire tyrannie : 
She is mirrour of alle curtesie, 
Hire herte is veray chambre of holinesse, 
Hire bond ministre of fredom for almesse. 

And al this vois was soth, as God is trewe, 
Bat now to purpos let us turne agein. [newe, 
These marehants ban don fraught hir shippes 
And whan they ban this blisful maiden ^eiu, 
Home to Surrie ben they went ful fayn, 
And don hir nedes, as they ban don yore, 
And liven in wele, I can say you no more. 

Now fell it, that these marehants stood in grace 
Of him that was the Soudan of Surrie : 
For whan they came from any strange place 
He wold of his benigne curtesie 
Make hem good cbere, and besily espie 
Tidings of sundry regnes, for to lere 
The wonders that they mighte seen or here. 

Amonges other thinges specially 
These marehants ban him told of dame Custance 
So gret noblesse, in ernest seriously. 
That this Soudan hath caught so gret plesance 
To ban hire figure in his remembrance, 
That all bis lust, and all his besy cure 
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Was for to love hire, while his lif may dnre. 

Paraventnre in thilke large book. 
Which that men clepe the heven, jwriten was 
With sterres, whan that he his birthe took. 
That he for love shuld ban his deth, alas ! 
For in the sterres, clerer than is glas. 
Is writen, God wot, who so coud it rede, 
The deth of every roan withouten drede. 

In sterres many a winter therbeforn 
Was writ the deth of Hector, Achilles, 
Of Pompey, Julius, or they were born ; 
The strif of Thebes ; and of Hercules, 
Of Sampson, Turnus, and of Socrates 
The deth ; but mennes wittes ben so dull. 
That no wight can wel rede it at the full. 

This Soudan for his prive councel sent, 
And^shortly of this matere for to pace, 
He hath to hem declared his entent, 
And sayd hem certain, but he might have grace 
To han Custance, within a litel space, 
He n'as but ded, and charged hem in hie 
To shapen for his lif som remedie. 

Diverse men, diverse thinges saiden ; 
They argumentes casten up and doun ; 
Many a subtil reson forth they laiden ; 
They speken of magike, and abusion ; 
But finally, as in conclusion. 
They cannot seen in that non avantage, 
Ne in non other way, save mariage. 

Than saw they therin swiche difficultee 
By way of reson, for to speke all plain, 
Because ther was swiche diversitee 
Betwene hir bothe lawes, that tliey sayn. 
They trowen that no cristen prince wold feyn . 
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Wedden his child under our lawe swete. 
That OS was jeven by Mahound our prophete. 

And he answered : Rather than I lese 
Custanee, I wol be cristened douteies : 
I mote ben hires, I may non other chese, 
I pray you hold your arguments in poes, 
Saveth my lif, and beth not reccheles 
To geten hire that hath my lif in cure, 
For in this wo I may not long endure. 

What pedeth greter dilatation ? 
I say, by tretise and arabassatrie. 
And by the popes mediation. 
And all the chirche, and all the chevalrie, 
That in destruction of Mau metric, 
And in encrese of Cristes lawe dere, 
They ben accorded so as ye may here ; 

How that the Soudan and. his baronage, 
And all his lieges shuld ycristened be. 
And he shal ban Custance in manage. 
And certain gold, I n*ot what quantitee, 
And hereto finden snffisant suretee. 
The same accord is sworne on eyther side ; 
Now, fair Custance, almighty God thee gide. 

Now wolden som men waiten, as I gesse, 
That I shuld tellen all the purveiauce. 
The which that the emperour of his noblesse 
Hath shapen for his doughter dame Custance. 
Wei may men know that so gret ordinance 
May no man tellen in a litel clause, 
As was arraied for so high a cause. 

Bishopes ben shapen with hire for to wende, 
Lordes, ladies, and knightes of renoun. 
And other folk ynow, this is the end. 
And notified is thurghout.al the toun, 
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That every wight with gret devotiomi 
Shiild prayen Crist, that he this mariage 
Receive in gree, and spede this viage. 

The day is comen of hire dq>arting, 
I say the woful day fatal is come, 
That ther may be no longer tarying, 
Bnt forward they hem dressen all and some. 
Custance, that was with sorwe all overcome, 
Ful pale arist, and dresseth hire to wende, 
For wel she seth ther n'is non other ende. 

Alas ! what wonder is it though she wept ? . 
That shal be sent to straange nation 
Fro frendes, that so tendrely hire kept, 
And to be bounde under subjection 
Of on, she knoweth not his condition. 
Housbondes ben all good, and han ben yore, 
That knowen wives, I dare say no more. 

Fader, (she said) thy wretched child Cnstance, 
Thy yonge doughter, fostered up so soft, 
And ye, my moder, my soveraine plesance 
Over all thing, (out taken Crist on loft) 
Custance your child hire recommendeth oft 
Unto your grace ; for I shal to Surrie, 
Ne shal I never seen you more with eye. 

Alas ! unto the Barbare nation 
I muste gon, sin that it is your will : 
But Crist, that starfe for our redemption, 
So yeve me grace his hestes to fulfill, 
I wretched woman no force though I spill ; 
Women arn borne to thraldom and penance, 
And to ben under mannes governance. 

I trow at Troye whan Firms brake the wall, 
Or Ilion brent, or Thebes the citee, 
Ne at Rome for the harm thurgh Hanniball,. 
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That Romans hath venqueshed times three, 
N*as herd swiche tendre weping for pi tee. 
As in the chambre was for hire parting. 
But forth she mote, wheder she wepe or sing* 

O firste moving crael firmament. 
With thy diamal swegh that croudest ay, 
And hardest all from Est til Occident, 
That naturally wold hold another way ; 
Thy crouding set the heven in swiche array 
At the beginning of this fierce viage. 
That cruel Mars hath slain this marriage. 

Infortunat ascendent tortuous. 
Of which the lord is helpeles fall, alas! 
Out of his angle into the dA>kest hous. 
O Mars, o Atyzar, as in this cas ; 
O feble Mone, unhappy ben thy pas. 
Thou knittest thee ther thou art not received, 
Ther thou were wel fro thennes art thou waived. 

Imprudent emperour of Rome, alas ! 
Was ther no phiiosophre in al thy toun ? 
Is no time bet than other in swiche cas ? 
Of viage is ther non electioun, 
Namely to folk of high conditioun, 
Nat whan a rote is of a birth yknowe ? 
Alas ! we ben to lewed, or to slow. 

To ship is brought this woful faire maid 
Solempnely, with every circumstance : 
Now Jesu Crist be with you all, she said, 
Ther n*is no more, but fare wel fair Custance,, 
She peineth hire to make good countenance, 
And forth t let hire sayle in this manere. 
And turne I wol againe to my matere. 

Tlie mother of the Soudan, well of vices, 
Espied hath hire sones pleine entente, 
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How he wol lete his olde sacrifices : 
And right anon she for her conseil sente, 
And they hen comen, to know what she mente. 
And whan assemhled was this folk in fere, 
She set hire doun, and sayd as ye shul here. 

LordeSy (she sayd) ye knowen eyerich on. 
How that my sone in point is for to lete 
Thy holy lawes of oar Alkaron, 
Yeven by Goddes messager Mahomete : 
But on avow to grete God I hete, 
The lif shal rather out of my body sterte, 
Than Mahometes lawe out of myn herte. 

What shuld us tiden of this newe lawe 
But thraldom to our^ bodies and penance, 
And afterward in helle to ben drawe, 
For we reneied Mahound our creance ? 
Bat, lordes, wol ye maken assurance, 
As I shal say, assenting to my lore ? 
And I shal make us sauf for evermore. 

They sworen, and assented every man 
To live with hire and die, and by hire stond ; 
And everich on, in the best wise he can, 
To strengthen hire shal all his frendes fond. 
And she hath this emprise ytaken in bond, 
Which ye shull heren that I shal devise, 
And to hem all she spake right in this wise. 

We shul first feine us cristendom to take ^ 
Cold water shal not greve us but a lite : 
And I shal swiche a feste and revel make, 
That, as I trow, I shal the Soudan quite. 
For tho his wif be cristened never so white, 
She shal have nede to wash away the rede, 
Though she a font of water with hire lede. 

O Soudannesse, rote of iniquitce, ^ . 
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Virago thou Semyramee the second, 
O serpent under femininilee, 
Like to the serpent depe in helle ybound : 
O feined woman, all that may confound 
Vertue and iuuocencey thurgh thy malice, 
Is bred in thee, as nest of every vice. 

O Sathan envious, sin thilke day 
That thou were chased from our heritage, 
Wei knowest thou to woman the olde way. 
Thou madest Eva bring us in servage, 
Thou wolt fordon this cristen mariage : 
Thin instrument so (wala wa the while !) 
Makest thou of women whan thou wolt begile. 

This Soudannesse, whom I thus blame and 
Let prively hire conseil gon hir way : [warrie, 
What shuld I in this tale longer tarie ? 
She rideth to the Soudan on a day, 
And sayd him, that she wold reneie hire lay, 
And cristendom of prestes hondes fong, 
Repenting hire she hetheu was so long ; 

Beseching him to don hire that honour, 
That she might ban the cristen folk to fest : 
To pleseu hem I wol do my labour. 
The Soudan saith, I wol don at your best. 
And kueling, thanked hire of that request; 
So glad he was> he n'iste not what to say, 
She kist hire sone, and home she goth hire way. 

Arrived beu these cristen folk to londe 
In Siirrie, with a gret solempne route. 
And hastily this Soudan sent his sonde, 
First to his mother, and all the regne aboute, 
And sayd, his wif was comen out of doute, 
And praide hem for to riden again the quene, 
The honour of bis regne to sustene. 
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Gret was the presse, and riche was th'array 
Of Surriens and Romanes met in fere. 
The mother of the Soudan riche and gay 
Received hire with all so glad a chere. 
As any mother might hire doughter dere : 
Aud to the nexte citee ther beside 
A sofle pas solempnely they ride« 

Nought trow I, the triumph of Julius, 
Of which that Lucan maketh swiche a host, 
Was realler, or more curious, 
Than was th*assemblee of this blisful host : 
Batte this scorpion, this wicked gost, 
The Soudannesee, for all hire flattering 
Cast under this ful mortally to sting. 

The Soudan cometh himself sone after this 
So really, that wonder is to tell : 
And welcometh hire with alle joye aud blis. 
And thus in mirth and joye I let hem dwell. 
The fruit of this matere is that I tell. 
Whan time came, men thought it for the best 
That revel stint, and men go to hir rest. 

The time come is, this olde Soudannesse 
Ordeined hath the feste of which I tolde. 
And to the feste cristen folk hem dresse 
In general, ya bothe yonge and olde. 
Ther may men fest and realtee beholde. 
And deintees mo than I can you devise : 
But all to dere they bought it or they rise. 

soden wo, that ever art successour 
To worldly blis, spreint is with bitternesse 
Th* ende of the joye of our worldly labour : 
Wo occupieth the fyn of our gladnesse* 
Herken this conseil for thy sikeniesse : 
Upon thy glade day have in thy minde 
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The nn ware wa of harm, that cometh behinde. 

For shortly for to tellen at a word. 
The Soadan and the eristen everich on 
Ben ail to-hewe, and strked at the bord, 
But it were only dame Castance alone. 
This olde Soudamnesse, this cursed crone, 
Hath with hire frendes don this eursed dede, 
For she hireself wold all the contree lede. 

Ne tber was Surrien non that was converted, 
That of the conseil of the Soudan wot. 
That he n*as all to-hewe, er he asterted : 
And Custance ban they taken anon fote-hot. 
And in a ship all stereles (God wot) 
They ban hire set, and bidden hire lerne sayle 
Out of Surrie againward to Itaille. 

A certain tresor that she thither ladde, 
And soth to sayn, v itaille gret plentee, 
They ban hire yeven, and clothes eke she haddc, 
And forth she sayleth in the salte see : 
O my Custance, ful of benignitee, 
O emperoures yonge doughter dere, 
He that is lord of fortune be thy stere. 

She blesseth hire, and with ful pitous vois 
Unto the crois of Crist thus sayde she. 
O clere, o weleful auter, holy crois, 
Red of the lambes blood ful of pi tee, 
That wesh the world fro the old iniquitee. 
Me fro the fende, and fro his clawes kepe. 
That day that I shal drenchen in the depe. 

Victorious tree protection of trewe, 
That only worthy were for to here 
The king of heven, with his woundes newe. 
The white lamb, that hurt was with a s])ere$ 
f lenier of fendes, out of him and here 
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On which thy limmes faithfully extenden, 

Me kepe, and jeve me might my lif to amenden* 

Yeres and dayes fleet this creature 
Thurghout the see of Grece, unto the straite 
Of MaroCy as it was hire aventure : 
On many a sory mele now may she baite, 
After hire deth ful often may she waite. 
Or that the wilde waves wol hire drive 
Unto the place ther as she shal arive. 

Men mighten asken, why she was not slain ? 
Eke at the feste who miglit hire body save ? 
And I answer to that demand again. 
Who saved Daniel in the horrible cave, 
Ther every wight, save he, master or knave, 
Was with the leon frelte, or he asterte ? 
No wight but God, that he bare in his herte. 

God list to shew his wonderful miracle 
In hire, for we shuld seen his mighty werkes : 
Crist, which that is to every harm triacle, 
By certain menes oft, as kuowen clerkes, 
Doth thing for certain ende, that ful derke is 
To mannes wit, thai for our ignorance 
Ne can nat know his prudent purveiance. 

Now sith she was not at the feste yslawe, 
Who kepte hire fro the drenching in the see ? 
Who kepte Jonas in the fishes mawe, 
Til he was spouted up at Ninivee ? 
Wei may men know,, it was no wight but he 
That kept the peple Ebraike fro drenching. 
With drye feet thurghout the see passing. 

Who bade the foure spirits of tempest, 
That power han to anoyen lond and see, 
Both north and south, and abo west and est, 
Anoy^ik ikeyther see, ne lond, ae tree ? 
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Sothly tbe commander of that was he 
That fro the tempest aj this woman kepte, 
As wel whan she awoke as whan she slepte. 

Wber might this woman mete and drinke 
have? 
Three yere and more, how lasteth hire vitaille ? 
"Who fed the Egyptian Mary in the cave 
Or in desert? no wight but Crist sans faille. 
Five thousand folk it was as gret marvaille 
With loves five and fishes two to fede : 
God sent his foyson at hire grete nede. 

She driveth forth into our Ocean 
Thurghout our wide see, til at the last 
Under an hold, that nempneu I ne can, 
Fer in Northumberlond, the wave hire cast, 
And in the sand hire ship stiked so fast, 
That thennes wolde it not in all a tide : 
The wille of Crist was that she shulde abide. 

The constable of the castle doun is fare 
To seen this wrecke, and al the ship he sought, 
And fond this wery woman ful of care 5 
He fond also the tresour tbat she brought : 
In hire langage mercy she besought, 
The lif out of hire body for to twinne. 
Hire to deliver of wo that she was inne. 

A maner Latin corrupt was hire speche, 
But algate therby was she understonde. 
The constable, whan him list no lenger seche. 
This woful woman brought he to the londe. 
She kneleth doun, and thanketh Goddes sonde ; 
But what she was, she wolde no man seye 
For foule ne faire, though that she shulde deye. 

She said, she was so mased in the see. 
That she forgate hire minde, by hire trouth. 
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The constable hath of hir so gret pitee 
And eke his wif, that they wepeh for routh: 
She was so diligent withouten slouth 
To serve and plesen everich in that place^ 
That all hire love, that token in hire face. 

The constable and dame Hermegild his wif 
Were payenes, and that contree every wher; 
Bat Hermegild loved Custance as hire lif ; 
And Castance hath so long sojourned ther 
In orisons, with many a bitter tere, 
Til Jesu hath converted thurgh his grace 
Dame Hermegild, constablesse of that place* 

In all that ]ond no cristen dorste route ; 
All cristen folk ben fled fro that contree 
Thnrgh payenes, that conqueredeu all aboute 
The plages of the North by lond- and see. 
To Wales fled the cristianitee 
Of olde Bretons, dwelling in this ile ; 
Ther was hir refuge for the mene while. 

But yet n'ere cristen Bretons so exiled, 
That ther n'ere som which in hir privitee 
Honoured Crist, and hethen folk begiled ; 
And neigh the castle swiche ther dwelten three : 
That on of hem was blind, and might not see. 
But it were with thilke eyen of his mindc. 
With which men mowen see whan they ben 
blinde. 

Bright was the sonne, as in that sommers day, 
For which the constable and his wif also 
And Custance, ban ytake the righte way 
Toward the see, a furlong way or two. 
To plaien, and to romen to and fro ; 
And in hir walk this bliude man they mette, 
Croked a^d olde, with eyen fast yshette.^oogle 
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III the nanie of Crist (cried tins blinde Breton) 
Dame Herme^ild, yeve me mj sight again. 
This lady wexe afraied of that soun, . 
Lest that hire husbond, (shortly for to sain,) 
Wold hire for Jesu Cristes love have slain. 
Til Custance made hire bold, and bad hire werche 
The will of Crist, as doughter of holy cherche^ 

The constable wexe abashed of that sight. 
And sayde ; What amounteth all this fare ? 
Custance answerd ; Sire, it is Cristes might. 
That helpeth folk oat of the fendes snare : 
And BO ferforth she gan our lay declare^ 
That she the constable, er that it were eve^ 
Converted, and on Crist made him beleve. 

This constable was not lord of the place 
Of which I speke, ther as he Custance fond. 
But kept it strongly many a winter space. 
Under Alia, king of Northumberlond, 
That was ful wise, and worthy of bis bond 
Againe the Scottes, as men may wel here ; 
But tourne I wdl againe to my matere. 

Sathan, that ever us waiteth to begile. 
Saw of Custance all hire perfectioun, 
And cast anon how he might quite hire while, 
And made a yonge knight, that dwelt in thattouD, 
Love hire so bote of foule affectioun, 
That veraily him thought that he shuld spille, 
But he of hire might ones ban his wille. 

He woeth hire, but it availeth nought. 
She wolde do no sinne by no wey : 
And for despit, he compassed his thought 
To maken hire on shameful deth to dey. 
He waiteth whan the constable is away. 
And piively upon a night he crei^€ 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



5015. iftan of lafoes 'STalt. 151 

In Hermegildes chambre while sbe slepte. 

Werj, fbrwaked in hire orisons, 
Slepeth Custance, and Hermegilde also. 
This knight, thurgh Sathanas temptations, 
All softely is to the bed ygo, 
And cnt the tbrote of Hermegilde atwo, 
And layd the blody knif by dame Custance', 
And went his way, ther God yeve him mischance. 

Sone after cometh this constable home again, 
And eke Alia, that king was of that lond, 
And saw his wife despitously yslain, 
For which ful oft he wept and wrong his bond ; 
And in the bed the blody knif be fond 
By dame Custance, alas ! what might she say? 
For veray wo hire wit was all away. 

To king Alia was told all this mischance, 
And eke the time, and wher, and in what wise. 
That in a ship was fonden this Custance, 
As here before ye ban herd me devise : 
The kinges herte of pitee gan agrise, 
Whan he saw so benigne a creature 
Falle in disese and in misaventure. 

For as the lamb toward his deth is brought, ^ 
So stant this innocent beforii the king: 
This false knight, that hath this treson wrought, 
Bereth hire in bond that she hath don this thing*: 
But natheles ther was gret murmuring 
Among the peple, and.sayn they cannot gesse 
That she had don so gret a wickednesse. 

For they ban seen hire ever so yertuous^ 
And loving Hermegild right as hire Uf : 
Of this bare witnesse everich in that bous. 
Save he that Hermegild slow with his knif: 
This gentil king hath caught a gret motif 
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Of this witness, and thought he wold enqnere 
Deper in this cas, tronthe for to lere. 

Alas ! distance, thoa hast no champion, 
Ne fighten canst thou not, so wala wa ! 
But he that starf for onr redemption. 
And hond Sathan, and jet lith ther he lay, 
So be thy stronge champion this day : 
For bat if Crist on thee miracle kithe, 
Withoaten gilt thon shalt be slaine as swithe. 

She set hire donn on knees, and thas she sayde ; 
Immortal God, that savedest Susaune 
Fro fklse blame, and thon merciful mayde, 
Mary I mene, dongliter to seint Anne, 
Befom whos child angels singes Osanne^ 
If I be gilteles of this felonie, 
My soconr be, or elles shal I die. 

Have ye not seen somtime a pale &ce 
(Among a prees) of him that hath ben lad 
Toward his deth, wher as he geteth no grace, 
And swiche a colonr in his &ce hath had, 
Men mighten know him that was so bestad, 
Amonges all the feces in that route, 
So istant Custance, and loketh hire aboute. 

O qnenes living in prosperitee. 
Duchesses, and ye ladies everich on, 
Haveth som routhe on hire adversitee ; 
An emperoares doughter stant alone ; 
She hath no wight to whom to make hire moDO ; 
O blood real, that stondest in this drede, 
Fer ben thy frendes in thy grete nede. 

This Alia king hath swiche compassloun, 
As gentil herte is fulfilled of pitee. 
That fro his eyen ran the water doun. 
Now hastily do fecche a book, quod he; 
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And if this koigbt wol sweren, how that she 
This woman slow, yet wol we us avise. 
Whom that we wol that shal ben onr justice. 

A Breton book, written with Evangiles, 
Was fet, and on this book he swore anon 
She ^Itif was, and in the mene whiles 
An bond him smote upon the nekke bone, 
That doun he fell at ones as a stone : 
And both his ejen brost out of his face 
In sight of every body in that place. 

A Yois was herd, in general audience. 
That sayd ; Thou hast desclandred gilteles 
The doughter of holy chirche in high presence ; 
Thus hast thou don, and yet hold I my pees. 
Of this mervaille agast was all the prees, 
As mased folk they stonden eyerich on 
For drede of wreche, save Custance alone. 

Gret was the drede and eke the repentance 
Of hem that hadden wrouge snspection 
Upon this sely innocent Custance; 
And for this miracle, in conclusion, 
And by Custances mediation, 
The king, and many another in that place, 
Converted was, thanked be Cristes grace. 

This false knight was slain for his untrouthe 
By jngement of Alia hastily ; 
And yet Custance bad of his deth gret routhe ; 
And after this Jesus of his mercy 
Made Alia wedden ful solempnely 
This holy woman, that is so bright and shene, 
And thus hath Crist ymade Custance a queue. 

But who was woful (if I shal not lie) 
Of this wedding but Douegild and no mo, 
The kingea mother, ful of tyrannie ? ^ , 
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Hire thooghte hire enrsed herte brast atwo; 
8be wolde not that hire soiie had do so ; 
Hire thoughte a despit, that he shalde take 
80 strange a creature unto his make. 

Me list not of the chaf ne of the stre 
Maken so long a tale, as of the corn. 
What shulde I tellen of the realtee 
Of this mariage, or which conrs goth beforn. 
Who bloweth in a trompe or in an horn ? 
The fruit of every tale is for to say ; [play- 

They ete and drinke, and dance, and sing, and 

They gon to bed, as it was skill and right, 
For though that wives ben fnl holy tliinges, 
They mosten take in patience a night 
Swiche maner necessaries, as ben plesinges 
To folk that ban y wedded hem with riuges, 
And lay a lite hir holinesse aside 
. As for the time, it may no bet betide. 

On hire he gat a knave childe anon, 
And to a bishop, and his constable eke 
He toke his wif to kepe, whan he is gon 
To Scotland ward, his fomen for to seke. 
Now fiure Custance, that is so humble and meke, 
So long is gon with childe til that still 
She halt hire chambre, abiding Cristes will. 

The time is come, a knave child she here ; 
Mauricius at the fontstone they him calle. 
This constable doth forth come a messager. 
And wrote unto his king that cleped was Alle, 
How that this blisful tiding is befalle, 
And other tidings spedeful for to say. 
He hath the lettre, and forth he goth his way. 

This messager, to don his avantage. 
Unto the kinges mother rideth swithe, 
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And salueth hire fdl faire in his langage. 
Madame, qood he, ye may be glad and blithe. 
And thanken Ood an hundred thousand sithe ; 
My lady quene hath child, withouten doute, 
To joye and blisse of all this regne aboute. 

Lo here the lettre seled of this thing, 
That I most here in all the hast I may : 
If ye wol ought unto your soue the king, 
I am your servant bothe night and day, 
Donegilde answerd, As now at this time nay ; 
But here I wol all night thou take thy rest, 
To-morwe wol I say thee what me lest. 

This messager drank sadly ale and wine, 
And stolen were his lettres prively 
Out of his box, while he slept as a swine; 
And contrefeted was ful subtilly 
Another lettre, wrought ful sinfully, 
Unto the king direete of this matere 
Fro his constable, as ye shal after here. 

This lettre spake, the quene delivered was 
Of so horrible a fendliche creature, 
That in the castle non so hardy was 
That any while dorste therein endure : 
The mother was an elfe by aventure 
Ycome, by charmes or by sorcerie, 
And everich man hateth hire compagnie. 

Wo was this king whan he this lettre had sein. 
But to no wight he told his sorwes sore, 
But of his owen hand he wrote again ; 
Welcome the sonde of Crist for evermore 
To me, that am now lerned in this lore : 
Lord, welcome be thy lust and thy plesance, 
My lust I put all in thyn ordinance. 

Kepeth this child, al be it foule or faire, , 
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And eke my wif, unto min home coming: 
Crist whan him list may senden me an heire, 
More agreable than this to my liking. 
This lettre he seled, prively wepiug, 
Which to the messager was taken sone. 
And forth he goth, ther is no more to done. 

O messager, fulfilled of dronkenesse. 
Strong is thy breth, thy limmes faltreu ay, 
And thou bewreiest alle secrenesse ; 
Thy mind is lorne, thou janglest as a jay ; 
Thy fece is tourned in a new array ; 
Ther dronkenesse regneth in any route, 
Ther is no conseil hid withouten doute. 

O Donegild, I ne have non English digne 
Unto thy malice, and thy tirannie : 
And therfore to the fende I thee resigne, 
Let him enditen of thy traitorie. 
Fy mannish, fy ; o nay by God I lie ; 
Fy fendliche spirit, for I dare wel telle. 
Though thou here walke, thy spirit is in helle. 

This messager cometh fro the king again, 
And at the kinges modres court he light. 
And she was of this messager ful fayn. 
And plesed him in all that ever she might. 
He dranke, and wel his girdel underpigbt ; 
He slepeth, and he snoreth in his gise 
All night, until the sonne gau arise. 

Eft were his lettres stolen everieh on, 
And contrefeted lettres in this wise. 
The king commanded his constable anon 
Up peine of hanging and of high jewise, 
That he ne shulde soffiren in no wise 
Custance within his regne for to abide 
Three dales, and a quarter of a tide ; 
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Bat in the same ship as he hire fond. 
Hire and hire yonge 8one> and all hire gere 
He shulde put, and croude hire fro the lond. 
And charge hire, that she never eft come there. 
my Custance, wel may thy gost have fere^ 
And sleping in thy dreme ben in penance, 
Whan Donegild cast all this ordinance. 

This messager on morwe whan he awoke, 
Unto the castel halt the nexte way ; 
And to the constable he the lettre toke ; 
And whan that he this pitous lettre sey, 
Fal oft he sayd alas, and wala wa ; 
Lord Crist, quod he, how may this world endure? 
So fal of sinne is many a creature. 

O mighty God, if that it be thy will. 
Sin thou art rightful juge, how may it be 
That thou wolt soffren innocence to spill, 
And wicked folk regne in prosperitee 7 
A good Custance, alas ! so wo is me, 
That I mote be thy turmentour, or dey 
On shames deth, ther is non other wey. 

Wepen both yong and old in al that place, 
Whan that the king this cursed lettre sent : 
And Custance with a dedly pale f^ce 
The fourthe day toward the ship she went : 
But natheles she taketh in good entent 
The will of Crist, and kneling on the strond 
She sayde, Lord, ay welcome be thy sond. 

He that me kepte fro the false blame. 
While I was in the lond amonges you, 
He can me kepe fro harme and eke fro shame 
In the salt see, although I se not how : 
As strong as ever he was, he is yet now. 
In hini trust I, and in his mother dere. 
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That 18 to me my sail and eke my stere. 

Hire litel child lay wepiug in hire arm, 
And kneling pitously to him she said. 
Pees, litel sone, I wol do thee no harm : 
With that hire couTerchief of hire hed she braid; 
And over his litel eyen she it laid. 
And in hire arme she lulieth it ful fast, 
And into the heven hire eyen up she cast. 

Mother, quod she, and mayden bright Marie, 
Soth is, that thurgh woman nes eggement 
Mankind was lonie, and damned ay to die. 
For which thy child was on a crois yrent : 
Thy blisful eyen saw all his turment, 
Than is ther uo comparison betwene 
Thy wo, and any wo man may sustene. 

Thou saw thy child yslain before thin eyen, 
And yet now liveth my litel child parfay : 
Now, lady bright, to whom all woful crien. 
Thou glory of womanhed, thou fa ire may. 
Thou haven of refute, bright sterre of day, 
Rew on my child, that of thy gentillesse 
Rewest on every rewful in distresse. 

O litel child, alas ! what is thy gilt, 
That never wroughtest sinne as yet parde ? 
Why wol thin harde fether have thee spilt?. 
O mercy, dere constable, (quod she) 
As let my litel child dwell here with thee : 
And if thou darst not saveii him fro blame, 
So kisse him ones in his fadres nan>e. 

Therwith she loketh backward to the lond, 
And saide ; Farewel, housbond rouA^es ! 
And up she^rist, and walketh doun the strond 
Toward the ship, hire foloweth all the prees : 
And ever she praieth hire child to hold his pees, 
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And taketh hire leve, and with an holy entent 
She blesseth hire, and into the ship she went. 

Yitailled was the ship, it is no drede, 
Habandantly for hire a fui long space : 
And other necessaries that shnld nede 
She bad ynow, heried be Goddes grace : 
For wind and wether, almighty God porchace. 
And bring hire home, I can no better say, 
But in the see she driveth forth hire way. 

Alia the king con>eth home sone after this 
Unto his castel, of the which I told. 
And asketh wher his wif and his child i»; 
The constable gan abonte his herte cold, 
And plainly all the matere he him told 
As ye ban herd, I can tell it no better. 
And shewed the king his sele and his letter ; 

And sayde ; Lord, as ye commanded me 
Up peine of deth, so have I don certain. 
This messager turmented was, til he 
Moste beknowe, and tellen pktt and plain, 
Fro night to night' in what place he had lain r 
And thus by wit and sabtil enqnering 
Imagined was by whom this harm gan spring. 

The hand was knowen that the lettre wrote, 
And all the venime of this cursed dede; 
But in what wise, certainly I n'ot. 
The effect is this, that Alia, out of drede 
His moder slew, that moan men plainly rede, 
For that she traitour was to hire ligeance : 
Thas endeth this old Donegild with mesdiance. 

The sorwe that this Alia night and day 
Maketh for hb wif and for his child also, 
Ther is no tonge that it tellen may. 
But now I wol agen to Custance go, 
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That fleteth in the see in peine and wo 
Five yere and more, as liked Cristes sonde, 
Or that hire ship approched to the londe. 

Under an hethen castel at the last, 
(Of which the name in my text I not find) 
Custance and eke hire child the see up cast. 
Almighty God, that saved all mankind. 
Have on distance and on hire child som mind, 
That &llen is in hethen hond eftsone 
In point to spill, as I shal tell you sone. 

Doun fro the castel cometh ther many a wight 
To gauren on this ship, and on Custance : 
But shortly fro the castel on a night, 
The lordes steward (Grod yeve him meschance) 
A theef, that had reneyed our creance, 
Came into the ship alone, and said, he wolde 
Hire lemman he, whether she wolde or n'olde. 

Wo was this wretched woman tho begon. 
Hire childe cried, and she cried pitously : 
But blisful Mary halpe hire right anon. 
For with hire strogling wel a'hd mightily 
The theef fell over bord al sodenly, 
And in the see he drenched for vengeance. 
And thus hath Crist unwemmed kept Custance. 

O foule lust of luxurie, lo thin ende, 
Nat only that thou faintest mannes mind. 
But veraily thou wolt his body shende. 
Th'ende of thy werk, or of thy lustes blind. 
Is complaining : how many may men find, 
That not for werk som time, but for th'entent 
To don this sinne, ben other slain or shent 

How may this weke woman han the strength 
Hire to defend again this renegate? 
O Golias, unmesurable of length. 
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How mighte David maken thee so mate ? 
So yonge, and of armure so desolate, 
How dorst he loke upon thy dredful face ? 
Wei may men seen it was but Goddes grace. 

Who yaf Judith corage or hardinesse 
To sleen him Holofernes in his tent, 
And to dellTcr out of wretchednesse 
The peple of God? I say for this entente 
That right as God spirit of vigour sent 
To hem, and saved hem out of meschance, 
.So sent he might and vigour to Custance. 

Forth goth hire ship th urghout the narwe mouth 
Of Jubaltare and Septe, driving alway, 
Somtime West, and somtime North and South, 
And somtime Est, ful many a wery day : 
Til Cristes moder, (blessed be she ay) 
Hath shapen thurgh hire endeles goodnesse 
To make an end of all hire he vinesse. 

Now let us stint of Custance but a throw, 
And speke we of the Romane emperour, 
That out of Surrie hath by lettres knowe 
The slaughter of cristen folk, and dishonour 
Don to his doughter by a false traitour, 
I mene the cursed wicked Soudannesse, 
That at the fest let sleen both more and lesse. 

For which this emperour hath sent anon 
His senatour, with real ordinance. 
And other lordes, God wote, many on, 
On Snrriens to taken high vengeance : 
They brennen,sleen, and bring hem to meschance 
Ful many a day : but shortly this is th'eude, * 
Homward to Rome they shapen hem to wende. 

This senatour repaireth with victorie 
To Rome ward, sayling ful really, 
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And met the .ship driving, as saith the storie, 
In which Custance sitteth fal pitouslj : 
Nothing ne knew he what she was, ne why 
She was in swiche array, ne she wil sey 
Of hire estat, though that she shulde dey. 

He hringeth hire to Rome, and to his wif 
He yaf hire, and hire yonge sone also: 
And with the senatour she lad hire lif. 
Thus can our lady hringen out of wo 
Wofiil Custance, and many another mo : 
And longe time dwelled she in that place. 
In holy werkes ever, as was hire grace. 

The senatonres wif hire aunte was, 
But for all that she knew hire never the more : 
I wol no longer tarien in this cas, 
But to king Alia, which I spake of yore, 
That for his wif wepeth and siketh sore, 
I wol retume, and let I wol Custance 
Under the senatonres governance. 

King Alia, which that had his moder slain. 
Upon a day fell in swiche repentance, 
That if I shortly tellen shal and plain, 
To Rome he cometh to receive his penance, 
And putte him in the popes ordinance 
In high and low, and Jesu Crist besought, 
Foryeve his wicked werkes that he had wrought. 

The fame anon thurghout the toun is born, 
How Alia king shal come on pilgrimage, 
By herbergeours that wenten him beforn, 
For which the senatour, as was usage. 
Rode him againe, and many of his linage, 
As wel to shewen his high magnificence, 
As to don any king a reverence. 

Gret chere doth this noble senatour, 
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To king Alia, and he to him abo ; 
Everich of hem doth other gret honour f 
And so befelly that in a day or two 
This senatoar is to king Alia go 
To fest, and shortly, if I shal not lie, 
distances sone went in bis compagnie. 

Som men wold sain at reqoeste of Ciistance 
This senatour hath lad this child to feste : 
I may not tellen every circumstance, 
Be as be may, ther was he at the leste : 
Bat soth is this, that at his mothers heste 
Befom Alia, during the metes space. 
The child stood, loking in the kinges face. 

This Alia king hath of this child gret wonder, 
And to the senatoar he said anon, 
Whos is that faire child that stondeth yonder ? 
I n ot, qnod he, by God and by Seint John ; 
A moder he hath, but fader hath he non. 
That I of wote : but shortly in a stound 
He told Alia how that this child was found. 

But God wot, quod this senatour also, 
So vertuous a liver in all my lif 
Ne saw I never, as she, ne herd of mo 
Of worldly woman, maiden, widewe or wif ; 
I dare wel sayn hire hadde lever a knif 
Tburghout hire brest, than ben a woman wikke, 
Ther is no man coude bring hire to that prikke. 

Now was this child as like unto Custance 
As possible is a creature to be ; 
This Alia hath the face in remembrance 
Of dame Custance, and theron mused he. 
If that the childes moder were aught she 
That is his wif, and prively he sighte, 
And sped him fro the table that he mighte. 
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Parfay, thought he, fantome is in min hed. 
I ought to deme of skilful jugement, 
That in the salte see my wif is ded. 
And afterward he made his argument ; 
What wot I, if that Crist have hider sent 
My wif by see, as wel as he hire lent 
To my contree, fro thennes that she went ? 

And after noon home with the senatour 
Qolh Alia, for to see this wonder chance. 
This senatour doth Alia gret honour, 
And hastily he sent after Custance : 
But trnsteth wel, hire luste not to dance. 
Whan that she wiste wherfore was that sonde, 
Unnethe upon hire feet she mighte stonde. 

Whan Alia saw his wif, faire he hire grette. 
And wept, that it was routhe for to see, 
For at the firste look he on hire setto 
He knew wel veraily that it was she : 
And she for sorwe, as domb stant as a tree : 
So was hire herte shette in hire distresse. 
Whan she remembered his nnkindenesse. 

Twies she swouneth in his owen sight, 
He wepeth and him excnseth pitously : 
Now God, quod he, and all his halwes bright 
So wisly on my soule as have mercy. 
That of youre harme as gilteles am I, 
As is Maurice my sone, so like your face, 
Elles the fend me fetche out of this place. 

Long was the sobbing and the bitter peine, 
Or that hir woful hertes mighten cese, 
Oret was the pitee for to here hem pleine, 
Thurgh whiche pleiutes gan hir wo encrese. 
I pray you all my labour to relese, 
I may not tell hir wo until to«n 
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I am so wcry for to speke of sorwe. 

Bat finally, whan diat the soth is wist. 
That Alia gilteles was of hire wo, 
I trow an hundred times han thej kist. 
And swiche a blisse is ther betwix hem two^ 
That save the joye that lasteth evermo, 
Ther is non like, that any creature 
Hath seen or shal, while that the world may dure. 

Tho praied she hire husbond mekely 
In releef of hire longe pitous pine. 
That he wold pray hire fader specially, . 
That of his magestee he wold encline 
To vouchesauf som day with him to dine : 
She praied him eke, he shulde by no way 
Unto hire fader no word of hire say, 

Som men wold sayn, how that the child Maurice 
Doth this message until this emperour : 
But as I gesse. Alia was not so nice, 
To him that is so soveraine of honour. 
As he that is of cristen folk the flour, 
Send any chil^, but it is bet to deme 
He went himself, and bo it may wel seme. 

This emperour hath granted gentilly 
To come to dinner, as he him besoughte : 
And wel rede I, he loked besily 
Upon this child, and on his doughter thought. 
Alia goth to his inne, and as him ought 
Arraied for this feste in every wise. 
As ferforth as his conning may suffice. 

The morwe came, and Alia gan him dresse, 
And eke his wif, this emperour to mete : 
And forth they ride in joye and in gladnesse, 
And whan she saw hire fader in the strete. 
She light adoun and falleth him to fete, 
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Fader, quod she, your jouge child Castance 
Ib DOW ful dene ont of your remembrance. 

I am your doughter, your Custance, quod sbe, 
That whilom ye ban sent into Surrie ; 
It am I, fader, that in the salte see 
Was put alone, and daropned for to die. 
Now, goode fader, I you mercy erie. 
Send me no more into non hethenesse, 
But thanketh my lord here of his kindenesse. 

Who can the pitous joye tellen ail 
Betwix hem thre, sin they ben thus ymette ? 
But of my tale make an ende I shal. 
The day goth fast, I wol no longer lette. 
Thise glade folk to dinner ben ysette, 
In joy and blisse at mete I let hem dwell, 
A thousand fold wel more than I can tell. 

This child Maurice was sithen emperour 
Made by the pope, and lived cristenly, 
To Cristes chirche did he gret honour : ' 
But I let all his storie passen by. 
Of Custance is my tale specially, 
In the olde Romane gestes men may find 
Maurices lif, I here it not in mind. 

This king Alia, whan he his time sey, 
With his Custance, his holy wif so swete. 
To Englond ben they come the righte wey, 
Ther as they live in joye and in quiete. 
But litel while it lasteth I you hete, 
Joye of this world for time wol not abide, 
Fro day to night it ehangeth as the tide. 

Who lived ever in swiche delite o day, 
That him ne meved other conscience, 
Or ire, or talent, or som kin affray, 
Envie, or pride, or passion, or offitnoe ? 
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I ne say but for this end this sentence, 
That litel while in joje or in plesance 
Lasteth the blisse of Alia with Castance. 

For deth, that taketh of hie and low his rente, 
Whan passed was a yere, even as I gesse. 
Out of this world this king Alia he hente. 
For whom Cnstance hath ful gret hevinesse. 
Now let us praien God his soule blesse : 
And dame Custance, finally to say, 
Toward the toan of Rome goth hire way« 

To Rome is come this holy creature, 
And findeth ther hire frendes hole and sound : 
Now is she scaped all hire aventure : 
And whan that she hire fad^r hath yfound, 
Doun on hire knees falleth she to ground, 
Weping for tendernesse in herte blithe 
She herieth God an hundred thousand sithe. 

In vertue and in holy almesse dede 
They liven alle, and never asonder wende ; 
Till deth departeth hem, this lif they lede : 
And fareth now wel, my tale is at an ende. 
Now Jesu Crist, that of his might may sende 
Joye after wo, governe us in his grace, 
And kepe us alle that ben in this place. 

%\tt oaiif ora&at]^e0 prologue. 

EXPERIENCE, though non auctoritee 
Were in this world, is right ynough for me 
To speke of wo that is in mariage : 
For, lordings, sin I twelf yere was of age, 
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(Thanked be God that is eterne on live) 
Husbondes at ehircbe dore have I had five, 
(If I 80 often might ban wedded be) 
And all were worthy men in hir degree. 

But me was told, not longe time agon is. 
That sithen Crist ne went never but onis 
To wedding, in the Cane of Galilee, 
That by that ilke eusample taught be me. 
That I ne shulde wedded be bat ones. 
Lo, herke eke, which a sharpe word for the nones. 
Beside a welle Jesu, God and man. 
Spake in reprefe of the Samaritan : 
Thou hast yhadde fire husbonds, sayde he ; 
And thilke man, that now hath wedded thee. 
Is not Xhyn hasbond : thus said he certain ; 
What that he ment therby, I can not sain. 
But that I aske, why that the fifthe man 
Was non husbond to the Samaritan ? 
How many might she have in mariage ? 
Yet herd I never tellen in min age 
Upon this noumbre diffinitionn ; 
Men may devine, and glosen np and doun. 

But wel I wot, expresse withouten lie 
God bad us for to wex and multiplie ; 
That gen til text can I wel understond. 
Eke wel I wot, he sayd, that min husbond 
Shuld leve fader and moder, and take to me ; 
But of no noumbre mention made he, 
Of bigamie or of octogaroie ; 
Why shuld men than speke of it vilanie? 

Lo here the wise king Dan Salomon, 
I trow he hadde wives mo than on^ 
(As wolde God it leful were to me 
To be refreshed half so oft as he) 
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Which a gift of God had he for alle his wives ? 
No man hath swiche, that in this world on live is: 
God wot, this nohle king, as to my witte. 
The firste night had many a mery fitte 
With eche of hem, so wel was him on live. 
Blessed he God that I have wedded five. 
Welcome the sixthe whan that ever he shall. 
For sith I wol not kepe me chaste in all. 
Whan min hushond is fro tlie world ygon, 
Som cristen man shal wedden me anon. 
For than the apostle saith, that I am fre 
To wedde, a' goddes half, wher it liketh me. 
He saith, that to he wedded is no sinne ; 
Better is to he wedded than to brinne. 

What rekketh me thoagh folk say vilanie 
Of shrewed Lamech, and his bigamie? 
I wot wel Abraham was an holy man. 
And Jacob eke, as fer as ever I can, 
And eche of hem had wives mo than two, 
And many another holy man also. 
Wher can ye seen in any maner i^e 
That highe God defended manage 
By expresse word ? I pray you telleth me ; 
Or wher commanded he virginitee ? 

I wot as wel as ye, it is no drede. 
The apostle, whan he spake of maidenhede, 
He said, that precept therof had he non : 
Men may conseille a woman to ben on, 
But couseilling is no commandement; 
He put it in our owen jugement. 

For hadde God commanded maidenhede, 
Than had he dampned wedding out of drede ; 
And certes, if ther were no sede ysowe, 
Virginitee than wherof shuld it growe ? - 
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Poale dorste not commanden at the lest 
A thing, of which his maister yaf uon hest. 
The dart is sette up for virginitee, 
Catch who so may, who renneth hest let see. 
Bat this word is not take of every wight, 
But ther as God wol yeve it of his might. 
I wot wel that the apostle was a maid. 
But natheles, though that he wrote and said, 
He wold that every wight were swiche as he. 
All n'is but conseil to virginitee. 
And for to ben a wif he yaf me leve. 
Of indulgence, so n'is it non repreve 
To wedden me, if that my make die, 
Withoute exception of bigamie ; 
All were it good no woman for to touche, 
(He ment as in his bed or in his couche) 
For peril is both fire and tow to assemble ; 
Ye know what this ensample may resemble. 

This is all and som, he held virginitee 
More parfit than wedding in freeltee : 
(Freeltee clepe I, but if that he and she 
Wold lede hir lives in all chastitee) 
I graunt it wel, I have of non envie, 
Who \naidenhed preferre to bigamie ; 
It liketh hem to be clone in body and gost ; 
Of min estat I wol not maken host. 

For wel ye know, a lord in his houshold 
Ne hath nat every vessell all of gold : 
Some ben of tree ; and don hir lord service. 
God clepeth folk to him in sondry wise, 
And everich hath of God a propre gift, 
Som this, som that, as that him liketh shiflt. 
Virginitee is gret perfection. 
And continence eke with devotion : 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



5689. MH of 9i3at6es ^rolope^ 171 

Bat Crista that of perfection is welle, 
Ne bade not every wight he shalde go selle 
All that he had, and yeve it to the poure. 
And in swiche wise folow him and his lore : 
He spake to hem that wold live parfitly, 
Andy lordings, (by your leve) that am nat I ; 
I wol bestow the flour of all myn age 
In th' actes and the fruit of marii^e. 

Tell me also, to what conclusion 
Were membres made of generation^ 
And of so parfit wise a wight y wrought ? 
Trusteth me wel, they were nat made for noaght* 
Glose who so wol^ and say bothe up and doun^ 
That they were made for pnrgatioun 
Of urine, and of other thinges smale^ 
And eke to know a female from a male : 
And for non other cause ? say ye no ? 
The experience wot wel it is not so. 
So that the clerkes be not with me wroth, 
I say this, that they maked ben for both. 
This is to sayn, for office, and for ese 
Of engendrure, ther we not God displese. 
Why shuld men elles in hir bookes sette. 
That man shal yelden to his wif hire dette ? 
Now wherwith shuld he make his payement. 
If he ne used his sely instrument ? 
Than were they made upon a creature 
To purge urine, and eke for engendrure. 

But I say not that eyery wight is hold. 
That bath swiche harneis as I to you told. 
To gon and usen hem in engendrure ; 
Than shuld men take of chastitee no cure. 
Crist was a maide, and shapen as a man, 
And many a seint, sith that this world began, 
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Yet liTod they ever in parfit chastitee, 

I n'ill envie with uo virginitee. 

Let hem with bred of piired whete be fed. 

And let us wives eten barlj bred. 

And yet with barly bred, Mark tellen can. 

Our Lord Jesu refreshed many a man. . 

In swiche estat as Gk>d hath cleped us, 

I wol peraever, I n'am not precious. 

In wifhode wol I use min instrument 

As frely as my maker hath it sent. 

If I be dangerous God yeve me sorwe, 

Min husbond shal it have both even and morwe, 

Whan that him list come forth and pay his dette. 

An husbond wol I have, I wol not lette, 

Which shal be both my dettour and my thrall, 

And have his tribulation withall 

Upon his flesh, while that I am his wif. 

I have the power during all my lif 

Upon his propre body, and nat hey 

Right thus the apostle told it unto me. 

And bad our husbonds for to love us wel ; 

All this sentence me liketh every del. 

Up stert the pardoner, and that anon ; 
Now, dame, quod he, by God and by Seint John, 
Ye ben a noble prechour in this cas. 
I was about to wed a wif, alas ! 
What? shuld I hie it on my flesh so dere? 
Yet had I lever wed no wif to-yere. 

Abide, quod she, my tale is not begonne. 
Nay, thou shalt drinken of another tonne 
Er that I go, shal savour worse than ale. 
And whan that I have told thee forth my tale 
Of tribulation in mariage. 
Of which I am expert in all min age, 
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(This is to sajn, myself hath hen the whippe) 
Than maiest thou chesen wheder thou wolt sippe 
Of thilke tonne, that I shal ahroche. 
Beware of it, ere thou to neigh approche. 
For I shal tell ensamples mo than ten : 
Who so that n'ill beware by other men 
By him shal other men corrected be : 
Thise same wordes writeth Ptholomee, 
Rede in his Almageste, and take it there. 

Dame, I wold pray you, if your will it were, 
Sayde this pardoner, as ye began, 
Tell forth your tale, and spareth for no man, 
And techeth us yonge men of your practike. 

Gladly, quod she, sin that it may you like. 
But that I pray to all this compagnie. 
If that I speke after my fkntasie. 
As taketh not a greefe of that I say, 
For min entente is not but for to play. 

Now, sires, than wol I tell you forth my tale. 
As ever mote I drinken win or ale 
I shal say soth, the husbondes that I had 
As three of hem were good, and two were bad. 
The three were goode men and riche and olde. 
Unethes mighten they the statute holde. 
In which that they were bounden unto me. 
Ye wot wel what I mene of this parde. 
As God me helpe, I laugh whan that I thinke, 
How pitously a<night I made hem swinke, 
But by my fey, I tolde of it no store : 
They bad me yeven hir lond and hir tresore, 
Me neded not do lenger diligence 
To win hir love, or don hem reverence. 
They loved me so wel by God above. 
That I ne tolde no deintee of hir love. ^_. ^j^ 
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A wise woman wol besie hire ever in on 
To geten hir love, ther as she hath non. 
Bat sith I had hem holly in min hond, 
And that they hadde yeven me all hir lend, 
What shold I taken kepe hem for to plese, 
But it were for my profit, or min ese? 
I set hem so a-werke by my fay, 
That many a night they songen wala wa ! 
The bacon was not fet for hem, I trow. 
That som men have in Essex at Donmow, 
I governed hem so wel after my lawe. 
That eche of hem fnl blisfal was and fawe 
To bringen me gay thinges fro the feyre. 
They were fol glade whan I spake hem fayre, 
For God it wot, I chidde hem spitously. 
Now herkeneth how I bare me proprely. 

Ye wise wives, that can understond. 
Thus shul ye speke, and here hem wrong on bond, 
For half so boldely can ther no man 
Sweren and lien as a woman can. 
(I say not this by wives that ben wise. 
But if it be whan they hem misavise,) 
A wise wif if that she can hire good, 
Shal beren hem on bond the cow is wood, 
And taken witnesse of hire owen mayd 
Of hir assent : but herkeneth how I sayd. 

Sire olde kaynard, is this thin aray ? 
Why is my neighebonres wif so gay? 
She is honoured over al wher she goth, 
I sit at home, I have no thrifty cloth. 
What dost thou at my neigheboures hous ? 
Is she so faire ? art thou so amorous ? 
What rownest thou with our maide? benedicite. 
Sire olde lechour, let thy japes be.> 
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Aud if I have a gossib, or a frend, 
(Withouten gilt) thoa chidest as a fend. 
If that I walke or play unto his hous. 

Thon comest home as dronken as a mousi 
And prechest on thy benche, with evil prefe : 
Thou sayst to me, it is a gret meschiefe 
To wed a poure woman, for costage : 
And if that she be riche of high parage. 
Than sayst thou, that it is a tourmentrie 
To soffre hire pride and hire melancolie. 
And if that she be feire, thou yeray knave. 
Thou sayst that every holour wol hire have. 
She may no while in chastitee abide, 
That is assailled upon every side. 
Thou sayst som folk desire us for richesse, 
Som for our shape, and som for our fairnesse, 
And som, for she can other sing or dance, 
And som for gentillesse and daliance, 
Som for hire hondes and hire armes smale : 
Thus goth all to the devil by thy tale. 
Thou sayst, men may not kepe a castel wal, 
It may so long assailled be over al. 
And if that she be foul, thou sayst, that she 
Coveteth every man that she may see ; 
For as a spaniel, she wol on him lepe, 
Til she may finden som man hire to chepe, 
Ne non so grey goos goth ther in the lake, 
(As sayst thou) that wol ben withoute a make. 
And sayst, it is an hard thing for to welde 
A thing, that no man wol, his thankes, helde. 

Thus sayst thou, lorel, whan thou gost to bed, 
And that no wise man nedeth for to wed, 
Ne no man that entendeth unto heven. 
With wilde thonder dint and firy leven 
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Mote thy welked nekke be to-broke. 

Thoa sayst, that dropping houses, and eke 
And chiding wives maken men to flee [smoke, 
Out of hir owen hous; a, benedicite, 
What aileth swiche an old man for to chide ? 

Thou sayst, we wives wol our vices hide, 
Til we be ^t, and than we wol hem shewe. 
Wei may that be a proverbe of a shrewe. 

Thou say St, that oxen, asses, hors, and houndes, 
They ben assaied at diverse stoundes, 
Basines, lavoures, or that men hem bie, 
Spones, stooles» and all swiche husbondrie, 
And so ben pottes, clothes, and aray, 
But folk of wives maken non assay. 
Til they ben wedded, olde dotard shrewe ! 
And than, sayst thou, we wol our vices shewe. 

Thou sayst also, that it displeseth me, 
But if that thou wolt preisen my beautee. 
And but thou pore alway upon my face, 
" And clepe me faire dame in every place ; 
And but thou make a feste on thilke day 
That I was borne, and make me fresh and gaj; 
And but thou do to my norice honour, 
And to my chamberere within my hour, 
And to my faders folk, and myn allies % 
Thus sayst thou, olde barel ful of lies. 

And yet also of our prentis Jankin, 
For his crispe here, shining as gold so fin, 
And for he squiereth me both up and doun, 
Yet hast thou caught a false suspection : 
I wol him nat, though thou were ded to-morwe. 

But tell me this, why hidest thou with sorwe 
The keies of thy chest away fro me ? 
It is my good as wel as thin, parde. 
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What, wenest thou make an idiot of oar dame? 
Now bj that Lord that cleped is Seint Jame, 
Tboa shalt nat bothe, though that thou were wood. 
Be maister of my body and of my good. 
That on thou shalt forgo maagre thin eyen. 
What helpeth it of me to enquere and spien? 
I trow thou woldest locke me in thy cheste. 
Thon shaldest say, Fayr wif, go wher thee leste ; 
Take your disport ; I wol nat leve no tales ; 
I know you fbr a trewe wif, dame Ales. 

We love no man, that taketh kepe or charge 
Wher that we gon, we wol be at our large. 
Of alle men yblessed mote he be 
The wise astrologien Dan Ptholomee, 
That sayth this proverbe in his Almageste : 
Of alle men his wisdom is higheste, 
That rekketh not who hath the world in bond. 

By this proverbe thou shalt wel understond. 
Have thou ynough, what thar thee rekke or care 
How merily that other folkes fare ? 
For certes, olde dotard, by your leve, 
Te shullen have queint right ynough at eve. 
He is to gret a nigard that wol werne 
A man to light a candel at his lanteme ; 
He sbal have never the lesse light parde. 
Have thou ynough^ thee thar not plainen thee. 

Thou sayst also, if that we make us gay 
With clothing and with precious array, 
That it is peril of our chastitee. 
And yet, with sorwe, thou enforcest thee, 
And sayst thise word^s in the apostles name : 
In habit made with chastitee and shame 
Ye women shul appareile you, (quod he) 
And nat in tressed here, and gay P^'^'QqqqJp 
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As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes riche. 

After thy text, ne after thy rubriche 
I wol not work as mochel as a gnat. 

Thou sayst also, I walke out like a cat ; 
For who so wolde senge the cattes skin. 
Than wol the cat wel dwellen in hire in ; 
And if the cattes skin be sleke and gay, 
She wol nat dwellen in hons half a day, 
But forth she wol» or any day be dawed. 
To shew hire skin, and gon a caterwawed. 
This is to say, if I be gay, sire shrewe, 
I wol renne out, my borel for to shewe. 
Sire olde fool, what helpeth thee to spien ? 
Though thou pray Argus with his hundred e} en 
To be my wardecorps, as he can best. 
In faith he shal not kepe me but me Jest : 
Yet coude I make his herd, so mote I the. 

Thou sayest eke, that ther ben thinges three, 
Which tbinges gretly trooblen all this erthe, 
And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe : 
O lefe sire shrewe, Jesu short thy lif. 

Yet prechest thou, and sayst, an hateful wif 
Yrekened is for on of thise meschanoes. 
Be ther non other maaer i^semblances 
That ye may liken your pardbles to. 
But if a sely wif be on of tho? 

Thou likenest eke womans love to helle, 
To barrein lend, ther water may not dwells. 

Thou likenest it also to wilde fire ; 
The more it brenneth, the more it hath desire 
To consume every thing, that brent wd be. 

Thou sayest, right as wormes shende a tre, 
Right so a wif destroieth hire husbond; 
This knowen they that ben to wi;ves ho|nd. 
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Lordingv, right thus, bb ye him understondy 
Bare I sti&j min old husbondes on bond. 
That thus they saiden in hir droukennesee ; 
And all was jGedse, but a9 I toke witnesse 
On Jankiny and upon my nece aLao. 
O'Lord, the peine I did beniy and the wo, 
Fnl giltdesy by Goddes «w^ pine ; 
For as bh hors, I coude bite and whine ; 
I coude plain, and I was in the gilt. 
Or elles oftentime I had ben spilt, 
Who 80 first oometh to the miU, first grint ; 
I plained first, so was our werre ystint. 
They were ful glad to excusen hem ful blive 
Of thing, the which they never agilt hir live. 
Of wonches wold I bei^n hem on bond, 
Whan that for sike unnethes might they stond, 
Yet tikeled I his herte for that he 
Wend that I had of him so gret chiertee : 
I swore thi^t all my walking out by night 
Was for to espien wenches that he dight : 
Under that colo^r bad I many a mirth. 
For all swiche wit is yeyen us in our birth ; 
Deceite, wepiog, spinning, God hath yeven 
To women kindly, while that they may liven. 
And thus of p thing I may avaunten m^, 
At th'ende I bad the beter in eche degree, 
By sleight or force, or by som mwer thing, 
As by continual inormur or grutehiug, 
Namely a-bed, ther hadden they meacbance, 
Ther wold I chide, and don hei^ no plasance : 
I wold no lenger in the bed abide. 
If that I felt his arme over my side. 
Til he had made liis raunsou unto me, 
Than wold I sofire him do his picetee. ^ . 
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And therfore eveiy man this tale I tell, 

Winne who so may, for all is for to sell : 

With empty bond men may no haukes lure, 

For winning wold I all his lust endure. 

And maken me a feined appetit. 

And jet in baoon bad I never delit : 

That maked me that ever I wold hem chide. 

For though the pope had sitten hem beside, 

1 wold not spare hem at hir owen bord, 

For by my trouthe I qnitte hem word for word* 

As helpe me Teray God omnipotent, 

Tho I right now shnld make my testament, 

I ne owe hem not a word, that it n'is quit, 

I brought it so abouten by my wit, 

That they must yeve it up, as for the best, 

Or elles had we never ben in rest. 

For though he loked as a wood leon. 

Yet shuld be faille of his conclusion. 

Than wold I say, now, goode lefe, take kepe. 
How mekely loketh Wilkin cure shepe ! 
Come ner my spouse, and let me ba thy cheke. 
Ye shulden be al patient and meke, 
And ban a swete spiced conscience, 
Sith ye so preche of Jobes patience^ 
Suffretfi alway, sin ye so wel can preche, 
And but ye do, certain, we shal you tecbe 
That it is ^re to ban a wif in pees. 
On of us two moste bowen doutelees : 
And, sith a man is^ more resonable 
Thau woman is, ye mosten ben sufirable. 
What aileth you to grutchen thus and grone ? 
Is it for ye wold have my queint alone ? 
Why take it all : lo, have it every del. 
Peter, I shrew you but ye love itwel. , 
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For if I wolde sell 1117 belle chosCf 
I coade walke as fresshe as is a rose. 
But I wol kepe it for your owen toth. 
Ye be to blame, by Ood, I say you soth. 

Swiche maner wordes hadden we on bond. 
Now wol I speken of my fburthe husbond. 

My fourthe busbonde was a revellour, 
This is to sayn, be bad a paramour. 
And I was yonge and ful of ragerie, 
Stibbome and strong, and joly as a pie. 
Tbo coude I dancen to an barpe smale, 
And sing ywis as any nightingale. 
Whan I had dronke a draught of swete wine. 
Metellius, the foule cberle, the swine, 
That with a staf beraft bis wif hire lif 
For she drank wine, though I bad ben bis wif, 
Ne shuld he not have daunted me fro drinke : 
And after wine, of Venus most I thinke. 
For al so siker as cold engendreth hay], 
A likerous mouth most ban a likerous ta^yl. 
In woman vinolent is no defence ; 
This knowen lechours by experience. 

But, lord Crist, whan that it remembreth me 
Upon my youth, and on my jolitee. 
It tikleth me about myn herte-rote. 
Unto this day it doth myn herte bote. 
That I have had my world as in my time. 
But age, alas ! that all wol envenime, 
Hath me beraft my beautee and my pith : 
Let go, farewell the devil go therwith. 
The flour is gon, ther n'is no more to tell, 
The bren, as I best may, now moste I sell. 
But yet to be right mery wol I fond. 
Now forth to tellen of my fourthe husbond. 
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I say, I had in faerte gret despit. 
That he of any other had delit; 
But he was quit by God and by Seint Joce : 
I made him of the same wood a croce. 
Not of my body in no fonle manere, 
But certainly I 'made folk swiche chere^ 
That in his owen grew I made him frie 
For anger, and for veray jalousie. 
By God, in erth I was his purgatorie. 
For which I hope his soale be in glorie. 
For, God it wote, he sate ful oft and songe, 
Whan that his sho ful bitterly him wronge. 
Ther was no wight, save Gbd and he, that wiste 
In many a wise how sore that I him twiste. 
He died whan I came fro Jerusalem, 
And lith ygrave under the rode^beem : 
All is his tombe not so citrions 
As was the sepulcre of him Darius, 
Which that AppeUes wrought so sotelly. 
It is but wast to bury hem preciously. 
Let him farewell God give his soale rest, 
He is now in his grave and in his chest. 

Now of my iifthe husboude wd I telle : 
God let his soule never come in belle. 
And yet was. he to me the moste shrew. 
That fele I on my ribbes all by rew. 
And ever shal, unto min ending day. 
But in our bed he was so fresh and gay. 
And therwithall he coade lo wel me glose. 
Whan that he wolde ban my belle chase. 
That, though he had me bet on every bon. 
He coude win agen my love anon. 
I trow, I love him the bet, for he 
Was of his love so dangerous to me.^_^T^ 
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We wlmmen han, if that I sbal not lie, 
In this matere a qaeinte fantasie. 
Waite, what thing we may nat lightly have, 
Therafter wol we cry all day and crave. 
Forbede us thing, and that desiren we ; 
Prese on us fast, and thanne wol we flee. 
With danger uttren we all our chaffare ; 
Gret prees at market maketh dere ware, 
And to gret chepe is holden at litel prise ; 
This knoweth every woman that is wise. 

My fifthe husbonde, God his soule blesse. 
Which that I toke for love and no richesse, 
He somtime was a clerk of Oxenforde, 
And had left scole, and went at home at horde 
With my gossib, dwelling in oure toun : 
God have hire sOule, hire name was Alisoun. 
She knew my herte and all my privetee, 
Bet than our parish preest, so mote I the* 
To hire bewried I my conseil all ; 
For had my husbond pissed on a wall. 
Or don a thing that shuld have cost his lif. 
To hire, and to another worthy wif. 
And to my nece, which that I loved wel, 
I wold have told his conseil every del. 
And so I did ful often, God it wote, 
That made his face ful often red and bote 
For veray shame» and blamed himself, for he 
Had told to me so gret a privetee. 

And so befell that ones in a Lent, 
(80 oflen times I to my gossib went. 
For ever yet I loved to be gay. 
And for to walke in March, April, and May 
From hous to hous, to heren sondry tales) 
That Jankin clerk, and my gossib dame Ales, 
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And I mjseify into the feldes went. 

Mjn husbond was at London all that Lent ; 

I had the better leiser for to pleie. 

And for to see, and eke for to be seie 

Of lusty folk ; what wist I wher my grace 

Was shapen for to be, or in what place ? 

Therfore made I mj yisitations 

To yigiliefs and to processions, 

To prechings eke, and to thise pilgrimages. 

To plajes of miracles, and marii^es. 

And wered upon my gay skarlet gites. 

Thise wormesy ne thise mothes, ne thise mites 

Upon my paraille frett hem never a del. 

And wost thou why ? for they were used wel. 

Now wol I tellen forth what happed me : 
I say, that in the feldes walked we. 
Till trewely we had swiche daliance 
This clerk and I, that of my purveance 
I spake to him, and said him how that he. 
If I were widewe, shnlde wedden me. 
For certainly, I say for no bobance, 
Yet was I never without purveance 
Of mariage, ne of other thinges eke : 
I hold a mouses wit not worth a leke, 
That hath but on hole for to sterten to, 
And if that faille, than is all ydo. 

I bare him on bond he had enchanted me ; 
(My dame taughte me that subtiltee) 
And eke I sayd, I mette of him all night» 
He wold ban slain me, as I lay upright. 
And all my bed was full of veray blood ; 
But yet T hope that ye shuln do me good : 
For blood betokeneih gold, as me was taught. 
And al was false, I dremed of him^iffht naught. 
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But as I folwed ay my dames lore. 
As wel of that as of other thinges more. 

But nowy sire, let me see, what shall I sain ? 
A ha, by Ood I have my tale again. 
Whan that my fomthe hnsbonde was on here, 
I wept algate and made a sory chere. 
As wives moten, for it is the usage ; 
And with my coverchefe coyered my visage ; 
But, for that I was poryeyed of a make, 
I wept but smal, and that I undertake. 
To chirche was myn husbond bom a-morwe 
With neigheboures that for him maden sorwe, 
And Jankin oure clerk was on of tho : 
As helpe me God, whan that I saw him go 
After the bere^ me thought he had a paire 
Of legges and of feet, so clene and faire, 
That all my herte I yave unto his hold. 
He was, I trow, a twenty winter old. 
And I was fourty, if I shal say soth. 
But yet I had alway a coltes toth. 
Gat-tothed I was, and that became me wele, 
I had the print of Seinte Venus sele. 
As helpe me God, I was a lusty on. 
And fidre, and riche, and yonge, and wel begon : 
And trewely, as min husbondes tolden me, 
I had the beste queint that mighte be. 
For certes I am all venerian 
In feling, and my herte is marcian : 
Venus me yave my lust and likeronsnesse, 
And Mars yave me my sturdy hardinesse. 
Min ascendent was Taure, and Mars therinne : 
Alas, alas, that ever love was sinne ! 
I folwed ay min inclination 
By yertue of my conatellation : „^,„^^^^ Google 
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That made me that I ooade nat withdraw 

My chambre of Venus from a good felaw. 

Yet have I Martes merke upou mj face. 

And also in another privee place. 

For God so wisly be my salvation^ 

I loved never by no discretion^ 

But ever folwed min appetit. 

All were he shorte, longe, blake^ or white^ 

I toke no kepe, so that he liked me, 

How poure he was, ne dee of what degree. 

What shold I saye? but at the monthes ende 
This joly clerk Jankin, that was so hende, 
Hath wedded me with gret solempnitee, 
And to him yave I all the lond and fee. 
That ever was me yeven therbefore : 
But afterward repented me ful sore. 
He n*olde suffre nothing of my list. 
By God he smote me ones with his fist, 
For that I rent ont of his book a lefe. 
That of the stroke myn ere wex al defe. 
Stibbome I was, as is a leonesse, 
And of my tonge a veray jangleresse^ 
And walke I wold, as I had don beforn, 
Fro hous to hous, although he had it sworn : 
For which he oftentimes wolde preche, 
And me of olde Romaine gestes teche. 

How he Sulpitius Gallns left his wif, 
And hire forsoke for terme of all his lif, 
Not but for open-heded he hire say 
Loking out at his dore upon a day. 

Another Romaine told he me by name, 
That, for his wif was at a sommer game 
Without his weting, he forsoke hire eke. 

And than wold he upon his Bible seke 
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That ilke proverbe of Ecclesiaste, 

Wher he commandetby and forbedeth feste, 

Man shal not suffer his wif go ronle abonte. 

Than wold he saj right thus withouten doate : 
Who so that bildeth his hous all of salwes. 
And pricketh his bhnd hora over the falwes, 
And suffereth his wif to go seken halwes, 
Is worthy to be honged on the galwes. 

But all for noi^ht, I sette not an ha we 
Of his proverbesy ne of his olde sawe ; 
Ne I wold not of him corrected be. 
I hate hem that my vices tellen me, 
And so do mo of as (God wote) than I. 
This made him wood with me all utterly ; 
I n'olde not forbere him in no cas. 

Now wol I say you soth by Seint Thomas, 
Why that I rent out of his book a lefe, 
For which he smote me, so that I was defe. 

He had a book, that gladly night and day 
For his disport he wolde it rede alway, 
He cleped it Valerie, and Theophrast, 
And with that book he lough alway ful &st. 
And eke ther was a clerk somtime at Rome, 
A cardinal, that highte Seint Jerome, 
That made a book again Jovinian, 
Which book was ther, and eke TertoUian, 
Crisippus, Trotula, and Helowis, 
That was abbesse not fer fro Paris ; 
And eke the paraboles of Salomon, 
Ovides art, and bourdes many on ; 
And alle thise were bonden in o volume. 
And eveiy night and day was his custume 
(Whan he ha4 leiser and vacation 
From other worldly occupation) . ^ . 
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To reden in this book of wikked wives. 
He knew of hem mo legendes and mo lives. 
Than ben of goode wives in the Bible. 
For trnsteth wel, it is an impossible. 
That any clerk wol speken good of wives, 
(But if it be of holy seintes lives) 
Ne of non other woman never the mo. 
Who peinted the leon, telleth me, who ? 
By Ood, if wimmen hadden written stories, 
As clerkes ban, within hir oratories, 
They wold have writ of men more wikkednesse, 
Than all the merke of Adam may redresse. 
The children of Mercury and of Venus 
Ben in hir werking ful contrarious. 
Mercury loveth wisdom and science. 
And Venus loveth riot and dispence. 
And for hir divers disposition, 
Eche falleth in others exaltation. 
As thus, God wote, Mercury is desokt 
In Pisces, wher Venus is exaltat, 
And Venus falleth wher Mercury is reised. 
Therfore no woman of no clerk is preised. 
The clerk whan he is old, and may nought do 
Of Venus werkes not worth his old sho, 
Than siteth he doun, and writeth in his dotage, 
That wimmen cannot kepe hir manage. 
But now to purpos, why I tolde thee, 
That I was beten for a book parde. 

Upon a night Jankin, that was our sire, 
Red on his book, as he sate by the fire, 
Of Eva first, that for hire wikkednesse 
Was all mankinde brought to wretchednesse. 
For which that Jesu Christ himself was slain, 
That bought us with his herte-blood again. 
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Lo here expresse of wimmen may je find. 
That woman was the losse of all mankind. 

Tho redde he me how Sampson lost his heres 
Slepingy his lemman kitte hem with hire sheres, 
Thargh whiche treson lost he both his eyen. 

Tho redde he me, if that I shal not lien, 
Of Hercules, and of his Deianire, 
That caused him to set himself a-fire. 

Nothing forgat he the care and the wo. 
That Socrates had with his wires two ; 
How Xantippa cast pisse upon his hed. 
This sely man sat still, as he were ded, 
He wiped his hed, no more dorst he sain, 
But, er the thonder stint ther cometh rain. 

Of Pasiphae, that was the queue of Crete, 
For shrewednesse him thought the tale swete. 
Fie, speke no more (it is a grisely thing) 
Of hire horrible lust and hire liking. 

Of Clitemnestra for hire lecherie 
That fidsely made hire husbond for to die, - 
He redde it with ful good devotion. 

He told me eke, for what occasion 
Amphiorax at Thebes lost his lif : 
My husbond had a legend of his wif 
Eriphile, that for an ouche of gold 
Hath prively unto the Grekes told, 
Wher that hire husbond hidde him in a place. 
For which he had at Thebes sory grace. 

Of Lima told he me, and of Lucie : 
They bothe made hir husbondes for to die, 
That on for love, that other was for hate. 
lima hire husbond on an even late 
Enpoysoned hath, for that she was his fo : 
Lucia likerous loved hire husbond so, 
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That for he shuld alway upon hire tbinke, 
She yave him swiche a maner love-drinke, 
That he was ded er it were by the morwe : 
And thus algates husbondes hadden florwe. 

Than told he me, how on liatumeus 
Complained to his felaw Arius, 
That in his gardin growed swiche a tree, 
On which he said how that his wives three 
Honged hemself for hertes despitous. 
O leve brother^ quod this Arius, 
Yeye me a plant o£ thilke blessed tree. 
And in my gardin planted shal it be. 

Of later date of wives hath he redde. 
That som ban shin hir husbonds in hir bedde, 
And let hir lechour dight hem all the night. 
While that the corps lay in the flore upright : 
And som ban driven nailes in hir brain. 
While that they slepe, and thus they ban hem 

slain : . 
Som ban hem yeven poyson in hir drink : 
He spake more harm than herte may bethioke. 

And therwithall he knew of mo proverbes. 
Than in this world their growen gras or herbes. 

Bet is (quod be) thin habitation 
Be with a leon, or a foule. dragon, 
Than with a womim using for to chide. 

Bet is (quod be) high in the roof abide, 
Than with an angry woman doun in the bous, 
They ben so wikked and contrarious : 
They hateo, that hir husbonds loven ay. 

He sayd, a woman cast hire shame away, 
Whan she cast of hire smock ; and forthermo, 
A faire woman, but she be ch^ also. 
Is like a gold rmg in a sowes nose. 
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Who conde wene, or who coude suppose 
The wo that in min herte was, and the pine? 
And whan I saw he n'olde never fine 
To reden on this cursed book all night, 
Al sodenly three leres hare I plight 
Out of his hooky right as he redde, and eke 
I with my fist so toke him on the cheke. 
That in oure fire he fell hakward adoun. 
And he up sterte, as doth a wood leonn, 
And with his fist he smote me on the hed. 
That in the flore I lay as I were ded. 
And whan he saw bow stille that I lay, 
He was agast, and wold have fled away, 
Til at the last out of my swough I brayde. 
O, hast thou slain me, false theef ? I sayde, 
And for my lond thus hast thou mordred me? 
£r 1 be ded, yet wol I kissen thee. 
And nere he came, and kneled faire adoun, 
And sayde ; dere suster Alisoun, 
As helpe me God I shal thee ne?er smite : 
That I have don it is thyself to wite, 
Foryeve it me, and that I thee beseke. 
And yet eftsones I hitte him on the cheke. 
And sayde ; theef, thus much am I awreke. 
Now wol I die, I may no longer speke. 

But at the last, with mochel care and wo 
We fell accorded by ourselven two : 
He yaf me all the bridel in min bond 
To ban the governance of hous and lond, 
And of his tonge, and of his bond also. 
And made him brenne his hook anon right the. 

And whan that I had getten unto me 
By maistrie aQ the fioverainetee. 
And that be sayd, min owen trewe wif. 
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Do as thee list, the terme of all thy lif, 
Kepe thin honour, and kepe eke min estat ; 
After that day we never had debat. 
God helpe me so, I was to him as kinde, 
As any wif fro Denmark unto Inde, 
And al so trewe, and so was he to me : 
I pray to God that sit in majestee 
So blisse his soule, for his mercy dere. 
Now wol I say my tale if ye wol here. 

The Frere loi^h whan he had herd all this : 
Now dame, quod he, so have I joye and blis, 
This is a long preamble of a tale. 

And whan the Sompnour herd the Frere gale, 
Lo (quod this Sompnour) Groddes armes two, 
A frere wol entermete him evermo : 
Lo, goode men, a ,flie and eke a frere 
Wol fall in every dish and eke matere. 
What spekest thou of preambulatioun ? 
What ? amble or trot ; or pees, or go sit doirn : 
Thou lettest our disport in this matere. 

Ye, wolt thou so, Sire Sompnour ? quod the 
Frere ; 
Now by my faith I shal, er thaLl go, 
Tell of a Sompnour swiche a tale or two. 
That all the folk shal laughen in this place. 

Now elles, Frere, I wol beshrewe thy face, 
(Quod this Sompnour) and I beshrewe me. 
But if I telle tales two or three 
Of freres, or I come to Sidenbome, 
That I shal make thin herte for to mome : 
For wel I wot thy patience is gon. 

Our Hoste cried; pees, and that anon ; 
And saydej let the woman tell hire tale. 
Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale. 
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Doy dame, tell forth your tale, aud that is best. 

Al redy, sire, qvod she, right as you lest, 
If I have licence of this worthy Frere. 

Yes, dame, quod he, tell forth, and I wol here. 
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IN olde dayes of the king Artour, 
Of which that Bretons speken gret honour, 
All was this lond iiilfilled of faerie ; 
The Elf-quene, with hire joly compagnie, 
Danced ful oft in many a greue mede. 
This was the old opinion as I rede ; 
I speke of many hundred yeres ago ; 
But now can no man see non elves mo, 
For now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of limitoures and other holy freres. 
That serchen every land and every streme, 
As thikke as motes in the sonne-beme^ 
Blissing halles, chambres, kichenes, and boures, 
Citees and burghes, castles highe and toures, 
Thropes and hemes, shepenes and dairies, 
This maketh that ther ben no faeries : 
For ther as wont to walken was as elf, 
Ther walketh now the limitour himself, 
In undermeles and in morweninges, 
And sayth his Matines and bis holy thinges. 
As he goth in bis limitatioun. 
Women may now go safely up and doun. 
In every bush, and under every tree, 
Ther is non other incubus but he, PoooTp 
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And he ne will don hem no dishonour. 

And so befell it, that this king Artour 
Had in his hons a lusty baeheler. 
That on a day came riding fro river : 
And happed, that, alone as she was borne. 
He saw a maiden walking him beforiie. 
Of which maid he anon, maugre hire hed. 
By veray force beraft hire maidenhed : 
For which oppression was swiche clamour, 
And swiche pursuite unto the king Artour, 
That damned was this knight for to be ded 
By cours of lawe, and shuld hare lost his bed, 
(Paraventure swiche was the statute tho,) 
But that the quene and other ladies mo 
So longe praieden the king of grace, 
Til he his lif him granted in the place. 
And yaf him to the quene, all at hire wiU 
To chese whether she wold him save or spill. 

The quene thanketh theking with al hire might; 
And after this thus spake she to the knight. 
Whan that she saw hire time upon a day. 

Thou standest yet (quod she) in swiche array, 
That of thy lif yet hast thou no seuretee ; 
I grant thee lif, if thou canst tellen me, 
What thing is it that women most desiren : 
Beware, and kepe thy nekke-bone from yren. 
And if thou canst not tell it me anon, 
Yet wol I yeve thee leve for to gon 

twelvemonth and a day, to seke and lere 
An answer sufiisant in this matere. 
And seuretee wol I have, or that thou pace) 
Thy body for to yelden in this place. 

Wo was the knight, and sorwefuUy he siketh; 
But what ? h© may not do5f^ al^^^ Jjim liketh. 
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And at the last he chese him for to wende, 
And come agen right at the yeres ende 
With swiche answer, as God wold him purvay { 
And taketh his leve, and wendeth forth his way. 

He seketh every hous and every place, 
Wher as he hopeth for to finden grace, 
To lernen what thing women loveu moste ; 
Be he ne coude ariven in no coste, 
Wher as he mighte find in this matere 
Two creatures according in fere, 
Som saiden, women loven best richessc, 
Som saiden honour, som saiden jolinesse, 
Som riche array, som saiden lust a-bedde, 
And oft time to be widewe and to be wedde. 

Some saiden, that we ben in herte most esed 
Whan that we ben yflatered and ypreised. 
He goth ful nigh the sothe, I wol not lie ; 
A man shal winne us best with flaterie ; 
And with attendance, and with besinesse 
Ben we yllmed bothe more and lesse. 

And som men saiden, that we loven best 
For to be free, and do right as us lest, 
And that no man repreve us of our vice, 
But say that we ben wise, and nothing nice, 
For trewely ther n'is non of us all. 
If any wight wol claw us on the gall, 
That we n'ill kike, for that he saith us soth : 
Assay, and he shal find it, that so doth. 
For be we never so vicious withinne, 
We wol be holden wise and clene of sinne. 

And som saiden, that gret delit ban we 
For to be holden stable and eke secre. 
And in o purpos stedfiistly to dwell. 
And notbewreyen thing that men us te^^ogle 
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But that tale is not worth a rake-stele. 
Parde we women connen nothing hele, 
Witnesse on Mida ; wol ye here the tale? 

Ovide, amonges other thinges smale, 
Said, Mida had Qnder his longe heres 
Growing upon his hed two asses eres ; 
The whiche vice he hid, as he beste might, 
Fal sabtilly from eveiy mannes sight, 
That, sare his wif, iher wist of it no mo; 
He loved hire most, and trusted hire also; 
He praied hire, that to no creature 
She n'olde teHen of his disfigure. 

She swore him^ nay, for aU the world to winne. 
She nolde do that vilanie, ne siune, 
To make hire hnsbond han so foiile a name: 
She n'olde not tell it for hii*e owen shame. 
But natheles hire thonghte that she dide. 
That she so longe shttld a conseil hide ; 
Hire thought it swal so sore aboute hire herte, 
That nedely som word hire must asterte ; 
And sith she dorst nat telle it to no man, 
Doun to a mareis ^te by she ran, 
Til she came ther, hire herte was a-fire : 
And as a bitore bumbleth in the mire. 
She laid hire mouth unto the water doun. 
Bewrey me not, thou water, with thy soun, 
Quod she, to thee I tell it, and no mo, 
Min husbond hath long asses eres two. 
Now is min herte all hole, now is it out, 
I might no lenger kepe it, out of dout. 
Here may ye see, though we a time abide. 
Yet out it moste, we can no conseil hide. 
The remenant of the tale, if ye wol here, 
Bedeth Ovide, and ther ye inajf^^i^|,e 
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This knight, of which my tale is specially^ 
Whan that he saw he might not oome therby, 
(This is to sayn, what women loyen most) 
Within his brest fill sorweful was his gost. 
But home he goth, he mighte not sojoarne. 
The day was come, that homward must he turne. 
And in his way, it happed him to ride 
In all his carre, under a forest side, 
Wheras he saw upon a dance go 
Of ladies fbnre and twenty, and yet mo. 
Toward this ilke dance he drow ful yerne, 
In hope that he som wisdom shulde leme ; 
But certainly, er he came fully there, - 
Yyanisfaed was this dance, he n*iste not wher ; 
No creature saw he that bare lif, 
Save on the grene he saw sitting a wif, 
A fouler wight ther may no man devise. 
Againe this knight this olde wif gan arise, 
And said ; sire knight, here forth ne lith no way. 
Tell me what that ye seken, by your fey. 
Paraventure it may the better be : 
Thise olde folk con mochel thing, quod she. 

My leve mother, quod this knight, certain, 
I n'am but ded, but if that I can sain. 
What thing it is that women most desire : 
Coude ye me wisse, I wold quite wel your hire. 
Plight me thy trouthe here in myn bond, quodshe, 
The nexte thing that I requere of thee 
Thou shalt it do, if it be in thy might, 
And I wol tell it you or it be night, [graunte. 

Have here my trouthe, quod the knight, I 

Thanne, quod she, I dare me wel avaunte, 
Thy lif is sauf,^ for I wol stond therby. 
Upon my lif the quene wol say as liizedbyGoogle 
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Let see, which is the proudest of hem alle, 
That wereth on a kerchef or a calle. 
That dare sayn nay of that I shal you te(Ae* 
Let us go forth withouten lenger speche* 

Tho rowned she a pistel in his ere. 
And bad him to be glad, and have no fere. 

Whan they ben comen to the court, this knight 
Said, he had hold his day, as he had bight, 
And redy was his answere, as he saide. 
Ful many a noble wif, and many a maide, 
And many a widewe, for that they ben wise, 
(The quene hireself sitting as a justice) 
Assembled ben, his answer for to here, 
And afterward this knight was bode appere. 

To every wight commanded was silence, 
And that the knight shuld tell in audience. 
What thing that worldly women loven best* 
This knight ne stood not still, as doth a best, 
But to this question anon answerd 
With manly vols, that all the court it herd. 

My liege lady, generally, quod he, 
Women desiren to ban soverainetee, 
As well over hir husbond as hir love, 
And for to ben in maistrie him above* 
This is your most desire, though ye me kille. 
Doth as you list, I am here at your wille. 

In all the court ne was ther wif ne maide^ 
Ne widewe, that contraried that he saide, 
But said, he was worthy to ban his lif. 

And with that word up stert this olde wif. 
Which that the knight saw sitting on the grene. 
Mercy, quod she, my soveraine lady quene, 
£r that your court depart, as doth me right. 
I taughte this answer unto this knight. 
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For which he plighte me his trouthe there^ 
The firste thiog I wold of him requere, 
He wold it do, if it lay in his might. 
Before this court than pray I thee, sire knight. 
Quod she, that thou me take unto thy wify 
For wel thou wost, that I have kept thy lif ; 
If I say false, say nay upon thy fay. 

This knight answered, alas and wala wa ! 
I wot right wel that swicbe was my behest. 
For Ooddes love as chese a new request : 
Take all my good, and let my body go. 

Nay than, quod she, I shrewe us botbe two. 
For though that I be olde, foule, and pore, 
I n'olde for all the metal ne the ore, 
That under ertheis grave, or lith above. 
But if thy wif I were and eke thy love. 

My love? quod he, nay, my dampnation^ 
AJaB ! that any of my nation 
Shuld ever so foule disparaged be. 
But all for nought ; the end is this, that he 
Constrained was, he nedes must hire wed, 
And taketh this olde wif, and goth to bed. 

Now wolden som men sayn paraventure, 
That f6r my negligence I do no cure 
To teUen you the joye and all the array, 
That at the feste was that ilke day. 

To which thing shortly answeren I shal : 
I say ther was no joye ne feste at al, 
Ther n*as but hevinesse and mochel sorwe : 
For prively he wedded hire on the morwe, 
And all day after hid him as an oule. 
So wo was him, his wif loked so foule. 

Gret was the wo the knight had in his thought 
Whan he was with his wif a-bed ybrought, 
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He wiilwetb, and he tnrneth to and fro. 

Thk okle wif laj smiling eTenn<s 
And said : O dere bnsbond^ benedicite, 
Fareth ereiy knight thus with his wif as je ? 
Is tbis the la we of king Artonres hoos ? 
Is ereiy knight of bis thos dangerous ? 
I am joor owen lore^ and eke yonr wif, 
I am she, which that saved hath yonr lif. 
And certes yet did I you never unright. 
Why ftre ye thus with me ibis firste night? 
Ye faren like a man had lost his wit. 
What is my gilt ? for Ooddes love tell it^ 
And it shal ben amended, if I may. 

Amended? qnod this night, alas ! nay, nay. 
It wol not ben amended never mo ; 
Thon art so lotbly, and so olde also. 
And therto comen of so low a kind, 
That litel wonder is though I walwe and wind ; 
So wolde Qod, min berte wolde brest. 

Is this, qnod she, the cause of yonr unrest ? 

Ye certainly, quod be, no wonder is. 

Now sire, qnod she, I conde amend all this, 
If that me list, er it were dayes tbree^ 
So wel ye migbten here you unto me. 

But for ye speken of swiche gentillesse. 
As is descended out of old ricbesse, 
That tberfore sbuUen ye be gentilmen ; 
Swiche arrogance n'is not worth an ben. 

Loke who that is most vertuous alway, 
Prive and apert, and most entendeth ay 
To do the gentil dedes that he can, 
And take him for the gretest gentilman. 
Crist wol we claime of him our gentillesse. 
Not of our elders for hir old ricbessei. i 
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For though they yeve us all hir heritage, 
For which we claime to ben of high parage. 
Yet may they not bequethen, for no thing, 
To non of us, hir vertuous living, 
That made hem gentilmen caUed to be. 
And bade us folwen hem in swiche degree. 

Wei can the wise poet of Florence, 
That highte Dant, speken of this sentence : 
liO, in swiche maner rime is Dantes tale. 

Fnl selde up riseth by his branches smale 
Prowesse of man, for God of his goodnesse 
Wol that we claime of him our gentiUesse : 
For of our elders may we nothing claime 
But temporel thing, that man may hurt and 

Eke^very wight wot this as wel as I, [maime. 
If gentiUesse were planted naturelly 
Unto a certain linage doun the line, 
Prive and apert, than wold they never fine 
To don of gentiUesse the faire office. 
They mighten do no vilanie or vice. 

Take fire and here it into the derkest hoiis 
Betwix this and the mount of Caucasus, 
And let men shette the dores, and go thenne. 
Yet wol the fire as faire lie and brenne 
As twenty thousand men might it behold ; 
His office naturel ay wol it hold. 
Up peril of my lif, til that it die. 

Here may ye see wel, how that genterie 
Is not annexed to possession, 
Sith folk ne don hir operation 
Alway, as doth the fire, lo, in his kind. 
For God it wot, men moun fill often find 
A lordes sone do shame and vilanie. 
And he Aat wol han pris of his genterie^ 
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For he was boren of a gentil hous, 
And had his elders noble and vertuous, 
And n'ill himselven do no gentil dedes, 
Ne folwe his gentil auncestrie, that ded is. 
He n*is not gentil, be he duk or erl ; 
For vilains sinful dedes make a cherl. 
For gentillcsse n'is but the renomee 
Of thin auneestres, for hir high bountee, 
Which is a strange thing to thy persone : 
Thy geutiUesse cometh fro God alone. 
Tluin cometh our veray gentillesse of grace, 
It was no thing bequethed us with our place. 

Thinketh how noble, as saith Valerius, 
Was thilke Tullius Hostilius, 
That out of poverte rose to high noblesse. 
Redeth Senek» and redeth eke Boece, 
Ther shull ye seen expresse, that it no dred is, 
That he is gentil that doth gentil dedis. 
And therfore leve husbond, I thus conclude, 
Al be it that min auncestres weren rade, 
Yet may the highe Ood, and so hope I, 
Granten me grace to liven vertuously ; 
That am I gentil, whan that I beginne 
To liven vertuously, and weiven sinne. 

And ther as ye of poverte me repreve. 
The highe God, on whom that we beleve. 
Id wilful poverte chese to lede his lif : 
And certes, every man, maiden, or wif 
May understond, that Jesus heven king 
Ne wold not chese a vicious living* 

Glad poverte is an honest thing certain. 
This wol Senek and other clerkes sain. 
Who so that halt him paid of his poverte, 
I hold him rich, al had he not a sherte* 
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He that coveitetli is a poure wight. 
For he wold ban that is not in his might. 
But he that nought hath, ne coveiteth to have. 
Is riche, although ye hold him hut a knave. 
Veray poverte is sinne proprely. 

Juvenal saith of poverte merily : 
The poure man whan he goth hy the way, 
Befom the theves he may sing and play. 
Poverte is hateful good ; and, as I gesse, 
A ful gret bringer out of besinesse ; 
A gret amender eke of sapience 
To him, that taketh it in patience. 
Poverte is this, although it seme elenge^ 
Possession that no wight wol challenge. 
Poverte ful oflen, whan a man is low^ 
Maketh his God and eke himself to know : 
Poverte a spectakel is, as thinketh me, 
Thurgh ^bich he may his veray frendes see; 
And therfore, sire, sin that I you not greve. 
Of my poverte no more me repreve. 

Now, sire, of elde, that ye repreven me : 
And certes, sire, though non auctoritee 
Were in no book, ye gentiles of honour 
S^in, that men shuld an olde wight honour, 
And clepe him fader, for your gentillesse ; 
And auctours shal I fiuden, as I gesse. 

Now ther ye sain that I am foule and old, 
Than drede ye not to ben a cokewold. 
For iilthe, and elde, al so mote I the, 
Ben grete wardeins upon chastitee. 
But natheles, sin I know your delit, 
I 5hal fulfill your worldly appetit. 

Chese now (quod she) on of thise thinges twey, 
To han me foule and old til that I dey, 
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And be to jon a trewe humble wif. 

And never 70a displese in all my lif : 

Or elles wol ye ban me jonge and faire, 

And lake jour aventure of the repaire. 

That shal be to jour hom becaase of me, 

Or in Bom other place it may wel be ? 

Now chese yourselven whether that you liketh. 

This knight aviseth him, and sore siketh, 
But at the last he said in this manere ; 

My lady and my love, and wif so dere, 
I put me in your wise governance, 
Cheseth yourself which may be most plesance 
And most honour to yon and me also, 
I do no force the whether of the two : 
For as yon liketh, it sufficeth me. 

Than have I got the maisterie, quod she, 
Sin I may chese and goveme as me lest. 
Ye oertes, wif, quod he, I hold it best. 

Kisse me, quod she, we be no lenger wrothe, 
For by my trouth I wol be to you bothe, 
This is to sayn, ye bothe faire and good. 
I pray to Ood that I mote sterven wood, 
But I to you be al so good and trewe, 
As ever was wif, sin that the world was newe; 
And but I be to-morwe as faire to seen. 
As any lady, emperice, or quene. 
That is betwix the Est and eke the West, 
Doth with my lif and deth right as you lest. 
Cast up the curtein, loke how that it is. 

And whan the knight saw veraiiy all this, 
That she so fiiire was, and so yonge therto, 
For joye he hent hire in his armes two : 
His herte bathed in a bath of blisse, 
A thousand time a-row he gan J 
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And she obeyed him in everj things, 
That migbte don him plesance or liking. 
And thus they liTe unto hir liyes ende 
1 n parfit joye ; and Jesn Crist us sende 
Husbondes meke and yonge, and fressh a«-bed» 
And grace to overlive hem that we wed. 

And eke I pray Jesus to short hir lives^ 
That wol not be governed by hir wives. 
And old and angry nigards of dispence, 
God send hem sone a veray pestilence. 

THIS worthy limitour, this noble Frere, 
He made alway a maner louring chere 
Upon the Sompnour, but for honestee 
No vilains word as yet to him spake he : 
But at the last he said unto the Wif ; 
Dame, (quod he) God yeve you right good lif, 
Ye have here touched, all so mote I the, 
In scole raatere a ful gret difficultee. 
Ye hau said mochel thing right wel, I say : 
But, dame, here as we riden by the way. 
Us nedeth not to speken but of game. 
And let auctoritees in Goddes name 
To preching, and to scole eke of clergie. 

But if it like unto this compagnie, 
I wol you of a Sompnour tell a game ; 
Parde ye may wel knoweu by the name, 
That of a Sompnour may no good be said ; 
I pray that non of you be evil apai,d|^^ ^Google 
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A Sompnour is a renner up and doun 
With mandements for fornicatioun, 
And 18 ybete at every tounes ende. 

Tho spake our Hoste ; A, sire^ ye sfauld ben 
And curteis, -as a man of your estat, [hende 
In conipagnie we wiln have no debat : 
Telleth your tale, and let the Sompnour be. 
Nay, quod the Sompnour, let him say by me 
What so him list ; whan it comcth to my lot, 
By God I shal him quiten every grot. 
I shal him tellen which a gret honour 
It is to be a Catering limitour, 
And eke of many another maner crime, 
Which nedeth not rehersen at this time, 
And his office I shal tell ywis. 
Our Hoste answered ; pees, no more of this. 
And afterward he said unto the Frere, 
Tell forth your tale, min owen maister dere. 
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WHILOM ther was dwelling in my con tree 
An archedeken, a man of high d^ree. 
That boldely did executioa 
In punishing of fornication, 
Of witehecraft, and eke of bauderie, 
Of defamation, and avouterie, 
Of chirche-reves, and of testaments, 
Of contracts, and of lack of sacraments, 
Of usure, and of simouie also ; 
But certes lecbours did he gretest wj^l^ 



They shulden siDgeti, if that they were hent ; 
And smale titheres weren foule yshent, 
If any persone wold upon hem plaine, 
Ther might astert hem no pecunial peine. 
For smale tithes, and smale offering. 
He made the peple pitously sing ; 
For er the bishop hent hem with his crook 
They weren in the archedekens book ; 
Than had he thurgh his jurisdiction 
Power to don on hem correction. 

He had a Sompnour redy to his bond, 
A slier boy was non in Engleloud ; 
For subtilly he had his espiaille, 
That taught him wel wher it might ought availle. 
He coude spare of lechours on or two, 
To techen him to foure and twenty mo. 
For though this Sompnour wood be as an hare, 
To tell his harlotrie I wol not spare. 
For we ben out of hir correction, 
They ban of us no jurisdiction, 
Ne never shul have, terme of all hir lives. 

Peter, so ben the women of the stives. 
Quod this Sompnour, yput out of our cure. 

Pees, with mischance and with misaventure, 
Our Hoste said, and let him tell his tale. 
Now telleth forth, and let the Sompnour gale, 
Ne spareth not, min owen maister derel 

This false theef, this Sompnour, quod the 
Had alway baudes redy to his bond, [Frere, 
As any hauke to lure in Englelond, 
That told him all the secree that they knewe. 
For hir acquaintance was not come of newe ; 
They weren hb approvers prively. 
He tooke himself a gret profit therbj : q^^^,^ 
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His maister knew not alwaj what he wan. 

Withouten mandement, a lewed man 

He coude sompney up peine of Cristes curse. 

And they were inly glad to fiUe his purse, 

And maken him gret festes at the nale. 

And right as Judas hadde purses smale 

And was a theef, right swiche a theef was he, 

His master hadde but half his duetee* 

He was (if I shal yeven him his laud) 

A theef, and eke a Sompnour, and a baud. 

He had eke wenches at his retenue. 
That whether that sire Robert or sire Hue, 
Or Jakke, or Rauf, or who so that it were 
That lay by hem, they told it in his ere. 
Thus was the wenche and he of on assent. 
And he wold fecche a feiued mandement, 
And sompne hem to the chapitre bothe two, 
And pill the man, and let the wenche go. 
Than wold he say ; frend, I shal for thy sake 
Do strike thee out of oure lettres blake ; 
Thee thar no more* as in this cas travaille; 
I am thy frend ther I may thee availle. 
Certain he knew of briboures many mo. 
Than possible is to tell in yeres two : 
For in this world n'is dogge for the bowe. 
That can an hurt dere from an hole yknowe, 
Bet than this Sompnour knew a slie lechour, 
Or an avoutrer, or a paramour-: 
And for that was the fruit of all his rent, 
Therfore on it he set all his entent. 

And so befell^ that ones on a day 
This Sompnour, waiting ever on his pray, 
Rode forth to sompne a widewe, an olde ribibe, 
Feining a cause, for he wold hanja bribe. 
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And happed that he saw beforn him ride 

A gSLj jeman under a forest side : 

A bow he bare, and arwes bright and kene, 

He bad upon a courtepy of grene. 

An hat upon his bed with frenges blake. 

Sire, quod this Sompnour, haile, and wel atake. 

Welcome, quod he, and every good felaw ; 
Whider ridest thou under this grene shaw ? 
(Saide this yeman) wolt thou fer to-day ? 

This Sompnour him answerd, and saide, nay. 
Here faste by (quod he) is min entent 
To riden, for to reisen up a rent, 
That longeth to uiy lordes duetee. 

A, art thou than a baillif ? Ye, quod he. 
(He dorste not for veray filth and shame 
Say that he was a Sompnour, for the name.) 

De par dieux, quod this yeman, leve brother. 
Thou art a baillif, and I am another. 
I am unknowen, as in this contree. 
Of thin acquaintance I wol prayen thee, 
And eke of brotherhed, if that thee list. 
I have gold and silver lying in my chist ; 
If that thee hap to come in to our shire, 
Al shal be thin, right as thou wolt desire. 

Grand mercy jqnod this Sompnour, by my faith. 
Everich in others bond his trouthe laith, 
For to be sworne brethren til they dey. 
In daliaunce they riden forth and pley. 

This Sompnour, which that was as ful of jan- 
As ful of venime ben thise wariangles, [gles, 
And ever enquering upon every thing. 
Brother, quod he, wher is now your dwelling. 
Another day if that I shuld you seche»? * 

This yeman him answerd in s^^^^pe^^j^ i^ 
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Brother, quod he, fer in the North contree, 
Wheras I hope somtime I shal thee see. 
Or we depart I shal thee so wel wisse. 
That of min hous ne shalt thou never misse. 

Now brother, quod this Sompnour, I you pray, 
Teche me, while' that we riden by the way, 
(Sith that ye ben a baillif as am I) 
Som subtiltee, and tell me faithfully 
In min office how I may moste winne. 
And spareth not for conscience or for sinne. 
But, as my brother, tell me how do ye. 

Now by my trouthe, brother min, said he, 
As I shal tellen thee a faithful tale. 
My wages ben ful streit and eke ful smale ; 
My lord is hard to me and dangerous, 
And min office is ful laborious ; 
And therfore by extortion I leve, 
Forsoth I take all that men wol me yeve. 
Algates by sleighte or by violence 
Fro yere to yere I win all my dispence ; 
I can no better tellen faithfully. 

Now certes, (quod this Sompnour) so fare 1; 
I spare not to taken, God it wote, 
But if it be to bevy or to bote. 
Whftt I may gete in conseil prively, 
No maner conscience of that have I. 
N'ere min extortion, I might not liven, 
Ne of swiche japes wol I not be shriven. 
Stomak ne conscience know I non ; 
I shrew thise shrifle-faders everich on. 
Wel be we met by Grod and by Seint Jame. 
But leve brother, tell me than thy name. 
Quod this Sompnour. Right in this mene while 
This yeman gan a litel for to smile^ 
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Brother, qaod he, wolt thoa that I thee telle ? 
I am a fend, my dwelling is in belle, 
And here I ride about mj poorchasing, 
To wote wher men wol give me any thing. 
Mj pourchas is th'effect of all my rente. 
Loke how thou ridest for the same entente 
To winnen good, thon rekkest never how, 
Right so fare I, for riden wol I now 
Unto the worldes ende for a praye. 

A, quod this Sompnour, benedicitef what say 
I wend ye were a yeman trewely. [ye ? 

Ye have a mannes shape as wel as I. 
Have ye tban a figure determinat 
In belle, ther ye ben in your estat ? 

Nay certainly, quod he, ther have we non, • 
But whan us liketh we can take us on, 
Or elles make you wene that we ben shape 
Somtime likie a man, or like an ape; 
Or like an angel can I ride or go ; 
It is no wonder thing though it be so, 
A lousy jogelour can deceiven thee. 
And parde yet can I more craft than he. 

Why, quod the Sompnour, ride ye than orgon 
Ib sondry shape, and not alway in on ? 

For we, qnod he, wol us swiche forme make, 
As most is able our preye for to take. 

What maketh you to ban al this labour ? 

Ful many a cause, leve sire Sompnour, 
Saide this fend. But alle thing hath time ; 
The day is short, and it is passed prime, 
And yet ne wan I nothing in this day ; 
I wol entend to winning, if I may, 
And not entend our thinges to declare : 
For, brother rain, thy wit is al to bare ^ . 
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To nnderotandy although I told hem thee. 
But for thou axesty why labouren we : 
For Bomtime we be Goddes instruments. 
And menes to don his commandements. 
Whan that him list, upon his creatures, 
In divers actes and in divers figures : 
Withouten him we have no might certain. 
If that him list to stonden theragain. 
And somtime at our praiere han we leve, 
Only the body, and not the soule to greve : 
Witnesse on Job, whom that we diden wo. 
And somtime han we might on bothe two, 
This is to sain, on soule and body eke. 
And somtime be we suffered for to seke 
*(Jpon a man, and don his soule unreste 
And not his body, and all is for the beste. 
Whan he withstandeth our temptation. 
It is a cause of his saWation, 
Al be it that it was not our entente 
He shufd be sauf, but that we wold him hente. 
And somtime be we servants unto man. 
As to the archebishop Seint Dunstan, 
And to the apostle servant eke was I. 

Yet tell roe, quod this Sompnour, faithfully 
Make ye you newe bodies thus alway 
Of elements ? The fend answered, nay : 
Somtime we feine, and somtime we arise 
With dede bodies, in ful sondry wise. 
And speke as renably, and faire, and wel. 
As to the Phitonesse did Samuel : 
And yet wol som men say it was not he. 
I do no force of your divinitee. 
But o thing warne I thee, I wol not jape, 
Thou wolt algates wete how we be shape : 
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Thou shalt hereafter ward, my brother dere, 
Come, wher thee nedeth not of me to lere, 
For thoa shalt by thin owen experience 
Conne in a chaiere rede of this sentence, 
Bet than Virgile, while he was on live, 
Or Dant also. Now let us riden blive. 
For I wol holden compagnie with thee, 
Til it be so that thou forsake me. 

Nay, quod this Sompuour, that shal never 
I am a y^man knowen is ful wide ; [betide. 
My trouthe wol I hold, as in this cas. 
For though thou were the devil Sathanas, 
My trouthe wol I hold to thee, my brother, 
As I have sworne, and eche of us to other. 
For to be trewe brethren in this cas, 
And bothe we gon abouten our pourchas. 
Take thou thy part, what that men wol thee yeve. 
And I shal min, thus may we bothe leve. 
And if that any of us have more than other. 
Let him be trewe, and part it with his brother. 

I graunte, quod the devil, by my fay. 
And with that word they riden forth hir way, 
And right at entring of the tounes ende. 
To which this Sompnour shope him for to wende. 
They saw a cart, that charged was with hay, 
Which that a carter drove forth on his way. 
Depe was the way, for which the carte stood : 
The carter smote, and cried as he were wood, 
Heit scot, heit brok, what spare ye for the 

stones ? 
The feud (quod he) you fecche body and bones. 
As ferforthly as ever ye were foled, 
So mochel wo as I have with you tholed. 
The devil have al, bothe hors, and cart, and hay. 
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The Sompnonr sayde, here shal we have a 
pray; 
And nere the fend he drow, as nought ne were, 
Ful prively, and ronned in his ere : 
Herken mj brother, herken, by thy faith, 
Herest thou not, how that the carter saith? 
Hent it anon, for he hath yeve it thee. 
Both hay and cart, and eke his caples three. 

Nay, quod the devil, God wot, never a del, 
It is not his entente, trust thou me wel, 
Axe him thyself, if thou not trowest me, 
Or elles stint a while and thou shah see. 

This carter thakketh his hors upon the croupe. 
And they begonne to drawen and to stonpe. 
Heit now, quod he, ther Jesu Crist yon btesse. 
And all his houdes werk, both more and lesse : 
That was wel twight, min owen Hard boy^ 
I pray God save thy body and Seint Eloy. 
Now is my cart out of the slough parde. 

Lo, brother, quod the fend, what told I thee? 
Here may ye seen, min owen derc brother. 
The cherl spake o thing, but he thought another. 
Let us go forth abouten our viage; 
Here win I nothing upon this cariage. 

Whan that they comen somwhat out of toun, 
This Sompnour to his brother gan to roune ; 
Brother, quod be, here woneth an old rebekke* 
That had almost as lefe to lese hire nekke, 
As for to yeve a peny of hire good. 
I wol have twelf pens though that she be wood, 
Or I wol somone hire to our office ; 
And yet, God wot, of hire know I no vice. 
But for thou canst not, as in this con tree, 
Wiunen thy cost, take here ensample of me. 
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This Sompnour clappeth at the widewes gate ; 
Come out, he sajd, thou olde veiy trate ; 
I trow thou hast som frere or preest with thee. 

Who clappeth ? said this wif, benedunte^ 
God save you, sire, what is your swete will ? 

I have, quod he, of somons here a bill. 
Up peine of cursing, loke that thou be 
To-morwe before the archedekenes knee, 
To answere to the court, of certain thinges. 

Now lord, quod she, Crist Jesu, kiug of 
So wisly helpe me, as I ne may. [kinges, 

I have ben sike, and that ful many a day. 
I may not go so fer (quod she) ne ride, 
But I be ded, so priketh it in my side. 
May I not axe a libel, sire Sompnour, 
And answere ther by my procuratour 
To swiche thing as men wold apposen me ? 

Yes, quod this Sompnour, pay anon, let see, 
Twelf pens to me, and I wol thee aoquite. 
I shal no profit han therby but lite : 
My maister hath the profit and not I. 
Come of, and let me riden hastily ; 
Yeve me twelf pens, I may no lenger tarie. 

Twelf pens, quod she, now lady Seinte Marie 
So wisly helpe me out of care and sinne. 
This wide world though that I shuld it winne, 
Ne have I not twelf pens within my hold. 
Ye knowen wel that I am poure and old ; 
Kithe your almesse upon me poure wretche. 

Nay than, quod he, the fbule fend me fetche. 
If I tiiee excuse, though thou shuldest be spilt. 

Alas ! quod she, God wot, I have no gilt. 

Pay me, quod he, or by the swete Seinte Anne 
As I wol here away thy pewe panne ^ , 
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For dette, which thoa owest me of old. 

Whan that thou madest thjn hnsbond coke wold, 

I paled at home for thj correction. 

Thou liest, quod she, bj my salvation^ 
Ne was I neyer or now, widew lie wif, 
Sompned unto your court in all my lif ; 
Ne never I n'as but of my body trewe. 
Unto the devil rough and blake of he we 
Yeve I thy body and my panne also. 

And whan the devil herd hire cursen so 
Upon hire knees, he sayd in this manere ; 

Now, Mabily, min owen moder dere. 
Is this your will in ernest that ye sey ? 

The devil, quod she, so fetche him or he dey. 
And panne and all, but he wol him repent. 
. Nay, olde stot, that is not min entent, 
Quod this Sompnour, for to repenten me 
For any thing that I have had of thee ; 
I wold I had thy smok and every cloth. 

Now brother, quod the devil, be not wroth ; 
Thy body and this panne ben min by right. 
Thou shalt with me to belle yet to-night, 
Wher thou shalt knowen of our privetee 
More than a maister of divinitee. 

And with that word the foule fend him hent. 
Body and soule, he with the devil went, 
Wher as thise Sompnours ban hir heritage ; 
And God that maked after his image 
Mankinde, save and gide us all and some, 
And lene this Sompnour good man to become. 

Lordings, I coude have told you» (quod this 
Frere) 
Had I had leiser for this Sompnour here, 
After the text of Crist, and Poule, and John, 
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And of on re other doctonrs many on, 
Swiche peines, that yoar hertes might agrise, 
Al be it 80y that no tonge may devise, 
Though that I might a thousand winter telle. 
The peines of thilke cursed hons of helle. 
But for to kepe us fro that cursed place, 
Waketh, and prayeth Jesu of his grace, 
So kepe us fro the temptour, Sathanas. 
Herkneth this word, beware as in this cas : 
The leon sit in his awaite alway ' 
To sle the innocent, if that he may. 
Disposeth ay your hertes to withstond 
The fend, that you wold maken thral and bond ; 
He may not tempten you over your might, 
For Crist wol be your champion and your 

knight ; 
And prayeth, that this Sompnour him repent 
Of his misdedes, or that the fend him hent. 



%^z &0mpnDure0 prologue. 

THIS Sompnour in his stiropshigh he stood. 
Upon this Frere his herte was so wood, 
That like an aspen leef he quoke for ire : 
Lordings, quod he, but o thing I desire, 
I you beseche, that of your curtesie, 
Sin ye han herd this false Frere lie. 
As sufiTereth me I may my tale telle. 

This Frere bosteth that he knoweth helle, 
And, God it wot, that is but litel wonder, 
Freres and fendes ben but litel asonder. r^^^\^ 
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For parde, ye ban often timfi herd telle, 
How that a Frere ravished was to helle 
In spirit ones by a visioun, 
And as an angel lad him up and donn, 
To shewen him the peines that ther were, 
In all the place saw he not a Frere, 
Of other folk he saw ynow in wo. 

Unto this angel spake the Frere tho ; 
Now, sire, quod he, han Freres swiche a grace. 
That non of h^m shal comen in this place ? 

Yes, quod this angel, many a raillioun : 
And unto Sathanas he lad him doun. 
(And now hath Sathanas, saitb he, a tayl 
Broder than of a carrike is the sayl) 
Hold up thy tayl, thou Sathanas, quod he, 
Shew forth thin ers, and let the Frere see 
Wher is the nest of Freres in this place. 
And er than half a furlong way of space, 
Right so as bees out swarmen of an hive, 
Out of the devils ers ther gonnen drive 
A twenty thousand Freres on a route. 
And thurghout hell they swarmed al aboute. 
And com agen, as fast as they may gon. 
And in his ers they crepen everich on : 
He clapt his tayl agen, and lay ful still. 

This Frere, whan he loked bad his fill 
Upon the turments of this sory place, 
His spirit God restored of his grace 
Into his body agen, and he awoke ; 
But natheles for fere yet he quoke. 
So was the devils ers ay in his mind, 
That is his heritage of veray kind. 

God save you alle, save this cursed Frere ; 
My prologue wol I end in this manere. 
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LO RDINGS, ther is in Yorkshire, as I gesse, 
A mersh contree ycalled Holdernesse, 
In which ther went a limitour ahoute 
To preche, and eke to beg, it is no doute. 
And so befell that on a day this frere 
Had preched at a chirche in this manerey 
And specially aboven every thing 
Excited he the peple in his preching 
To trentalsy and to jeve for Goddes sake, 
Wherwith men mighten holj houses make, 
Ther as divine service is honoured, 
Not ther as it is wasted and devoured, 
Ne ther it nedeth not for to be yeven, 
As to possessioners, that mowen leven 
(Thanked be God) in wele and abundance. 
Trentals, sayd he, deliveren fro penance 
Hir frendes soules, as wel olde as yonge, 
Ye, whan that they ben hastily ysonge, 
Not for to hold a preest jolif and gay, 
He singeth not but o masse on a day. 
Delivereth out (quod he) anon the soules. 
Ful hard it is, with fleshhook or with oules 
To ben yclawed, or to bren or bake : 
Now spede you hastily for Cristes sake. 

And whan this frere had said all his entent, 
With qui cum patre forth his way he went. 
Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what hem 
He went his way, no lenger wdd he rest, [lest, 
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With scrippe and tipped staf, ytucked hie : 
In every hous he gan to pore and prie. 
And begged mele and cliese, or elles corn. 
His felaw had a staf tipped with horn, 
A pair of tables all of ivory. 
And a pointel y polished fetisly. 
And wrote alway the names, as he stood, 
Of alle folk that yave hem any good, 
Askaunce that he wolde for hem preye. 
Yeve us a bushel whete, or malt, or reye, 
A Qoddes kichel, or a trippe of chese, 
Or elles what you list, we may not chese ; 
A Goddes halfpeny, or a masse peny ; 
Or yeve us of your braun, if ye have any, 
A dagon of your blanket, leve dame, 
Our suster dere, (lo here I write your name) 
Bacon or beef, or swiche thing as ye find. 

A sturdy harlot went hem ay behind. 
That was hir hostes man, and bare a sakke, 
And what men yave hem, laid it on his bakke. 
And whan that he was out at dore, anon 
He planed away the names everich on, 
That he before had written in his tables : 
He served hem with nifles and with fables. 

Nay, ther thou liest, thou Sompnour, quod 
the Frere. 
Pees, quod our Hoste, for Cristes moder dere, 
Tell forth thy tale, and spare it not at all. 

So thrive I, quod this Sompnour, so I shall. 

So long he went fro hous to hous, til he 
Came to an hous, ther he was wont to be 
Refreshed more than in a hundred places. 
Sike lay the husbond man, whos that the place is, 
Bedred upon a couche low he lay : 
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Dens Ate, qaod he, O Thomas frend, good day, 
Sajde this frere all curtisly and soft. 
Thomas, qnod he, God yelde it you, ful oft 
Have I upon this henche faren ful wele, 
Here have I eten many a mery mele. 
And fro the benche he drove away the cat, 
And laied adoun his potent and his hat, 
And eke his scrip, and set himself adoun: 
His felaw was y walked into toun 
Forth with his knave, into that hostelrie, 
Wher as he shope him thilke night to lie. 

O dere maister, qnod this sike man, 
How have ye faren sin that March began ? 
I saw you not this fourtene night and more. 

God wot, quod he, laboured have I ful sore, 
And specially for thy salvation 
Have I sayd many a precious orison, 
And for our other frendes, God hem blesse. 
I have tills day ben at your chirche at messe, 
And said a sermon to my simple wit, 
Not all after the text t)f holy writ. 
For it is hard to you, as I suppose, 
And therefore wol I teche you ay the glose. 
Olosing is a ful glorious thing certain. 
For letter sleth, so as we clerkes sain. 
Ther have I taught hem to be charitable, 
And spend hir good ther it is resonable. 
And ther I saw our dame, a, wher is she ? 
' Yonder I trow that in the yard she be, 
Sayde this man, and she wol come anon. 

Ey maister, welcome be ye by 8eint John, 
Sayde this wif, how fare ye hertily ? 

This frere ariseth up ftil curtisly. 
And hire embraceth in his armes narwe, ^ , 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



a2a Wbt Sbotnpnotttes ^ale« 7386. 

And kisseth hire swete, and cbirketh as a sparwe 
With his lippes : dame, qaod he, right wel. 
As he that is jovlt servant every del. 
Thanked be God, that yon yaf soule and lif, 
Yet saw I not this day so faire a wif 
In all the chirche, God so save me. 

Ye, God amende defantes, sire, quod she, 
Algates welcome be ye, by my fay. 

Grand mercy, dame, that have I found alway. 
But of your grete goodnesse, by your leve, 
I wolde pray you that ye not you greve, 
I wol with Thomas speke a litel throw : 
Thise curates ben so negligent and slow 
To gropen tendrely a conscience. 
In shrift, in preching is my diligence 
And study, in Peters wordes and in Poules, 
I walke and fisshe Cristen mennes soules, 
To yeld our Lord Jesu his propre rent ; 
Tosprede his word is sette all min eutent. 

Now by your faith, o dere sire, quod she, 
Chideth him wel for Seinte Charitee. 
He is ay angry as is a pissemire. 
Though that he have ail that he can desire. 
Though I him wrie a-night, and make him warm, 
And over him lay my leg and eke min arrn^ 
He groneth as our bore, lith in our stie : 
Other disport of him right non have I, 
I may not plese him in no maner cas. 

O Thomas, jeo vau$ die, Thomas, Thomas, 
This maketh the fend, this mnste ben amended. 
Ire is a thing that high God hath defended, 
And therof wol I speke a word or two. 

Now, maister, quod the wif, er that I go, 
What wol ye dine? I wol go theraboute. 
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Now, dame, quod he,jeo vans die sanz daute. 
Have I nat of a capon but the liver. 
And of yoar white bred nat but a shiver, 
And after that a rosted pigges hed, 
(But I ne wolde for me no beest were ded) 
Than had I with yon homly snffisance. 
I am a man of litel sustenance. 
Mj spirit hath his fostring in the Bible. 
My body is ay so redy and so penible 
To waken, that my stomak is destroied. 
1 pray you, dame, that ye be nought annoied, 
Though I so frendly you my conseil shewe ; 
By God 1 n'old have told it but a fewe. 

Now, sire, quod she, but o word er I go. 
My child is ded within thise wekes two, 
Sone af);er that ye went out of this toun. 

His deth saw I by revelatioun, 
Sayde this frere, at home in our dortour. 
1 dare wel sain, that er than half an hour 
After his deth, I saw him borne to blisse 
In min avision ; so God me wisse. 
So did onr.sextein, and our fermerere, 
That ban ben trewe freres fifty yere ; 
They may now, God be thanked of his lone, 
Maken hir jubilee, and walke alone. 
And up I arose, and all our covent eke. 
With many a tere trilling on our cheke, 
Withouten noise or clatering of belles, 
Te deum wa? our song, and nothing elles, 
Save that to Crist i bade an orison, 
Thanking him of my revelation. 
For, sire and dame, trusteth me right wel. 
Our orisons ben more efiectuel. 
And more we s^en of Gristes secr^e thingea, . 
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Than bore] folk, although that they be kinges. 
We live in poverte, and in abstinence, 
And borel folk in richesse and dispence 
Of mete and drinke» and in hir foule delit. 
We han this worldes lust all in despit. 
Lazar and Dives liveden diversely. 
And divers guerdon hadden they therby. 
Who so wol pray, he must fast and be clene, 
And fat his soule, and make his body lene. 
We fare, as sayth the apostle ; cloth and food 
Sufficeth us, though they be not ful good. 
The clenenesse and the fasting of us freres, 
Maketh that Crist accepteth our praieres. 

Lo, Moises forty daies and forty night 
Fasted, er that the high God ful of might 
Spake with him in the mountagne of Siuay : 
With empty wombe of fasting many a day, 
Received he the lawe, that was writen 
With Goddes finger ; and Eli, wel ye witen, 
In mount Oreb, er he had any speche 
With highe God, that is our lives leche, 
He fasted long, and was in contemplance. 

Aaron, that had the temple in governance, 
And eke the other preestes everich on. 
Into the temple whan they shulden gon 
To praien for the peple, and do servise. 
They n'olden drinkeu in no maner wise 
No drinke, which, that might hem dronken 
But ther in abstinence pray and wake, [make, 
Lest that they deiden : take heed what I say- 
But they be sobre that for the peple pray — 
Ware that I say — no more : for it sufficeth. 
Our liord Jesu, as holy writ deviseth, 
Yave us ensample of fasting and praieres : 
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Therfore we mendiants, we sely freres, 
Ben wedded to poverte and continence, 
To charitee, humblesse, and abstinence, 
To persecution for rightwisnesse, 
To w^ing, misericorde, and to clenenesse* 
And therfore may ye see that our praieres 
(I speke of us, we mendiants, we freres) 
Ben to the highe God more acceptable 
Than youres, with your festes at your table. 

Fro Paradis first, if I shal not lie, 
Was man out chased for his glotonie, 
And chast was man in Paradis certain. 
But herken now, Thomas, what I shal sain, 
I have no text of it, as I suppose, 
But I shal find it in a maner glose ; 
That specially our swete Lord Jesus 
Spake this by freres, whan he sayde thus. 
Blessed be they that poure in spirit ben. 
And so forth all the gospel may ye sen, 
Whether it be liker our profession. 
Or hirs that swimmcn in possession, 
Fie on hir pompe, and on hir glotonie, 
And on hir lewednesse : I hem defie. 
Me thinketh they ben like Jovinian, 
Fat as a whale, and walken as a swan ; 
AI yinolent as hotel in the spence ; 
Hir praier is of ful gret reverence j 
Whan they for soules say the' Psalm of Davit, 
Lo, buf they say. Cor meum eructavit. 

Who foloweth Cristes gospel and his lore 
But we, that humble ben, and chast, and pore, 
Workers of Goddes word, not auditours ? 
Therfore right as an hauke upon a sours 
Up springeth intp the aire, right so praieres . 
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Of charitable and chast besj freres, 
Maken hir sours to Goddes eres two. 
Thomas, Thomas, so mote I ride or go, 
And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ive, 
N'ere thou our broder, shuldest thou not thrive. 
In our chapitre pray we day and night 
To Crist, that he thee sende hele and might 
Thy body for to welden hastily. 

God wot, quod he, nothing therof fele I, 
As help me Crist, as I in fewe yeres 
Have spended upon divers maner freres 
Ful many a pound, yet fare I never the bet ; 
Certain my good have I almost beset : 
Farewel my good, for it is al ago. 

The frere answered, O Thomas, dost thou so ? 
What nedeth you diverse freres to seche ? 
What nedeth him that hath a parfit leche. 
To sechen other leches in the touu ? 
Your incoustance is your confusion. 
Hold ye than me, or elles our covent, 
To pray for you ben insufficient ? 
Thomas, that jape n'is not worth a mite ; 
Your maladie is for we han to lite. 
A, yeve that covent half a quarter otes ; 
And yeve that covent four and twenty grotes ; 
And yeve that frere a peny, and let him go : 
Nay, nay, Thomas, it may no thing be so. 
What is a ferthing worth parted on twelve ? 
Lo, eche thing that is oned in himselve 
Is more strong than whan it is yscatered. 
Thomas, of me thou slialt not ben yflatered, 
Thou wouldest han our labour al for nought. 
The highe God, that all this world hath wrought, 
Saith, that the workman worthy is^jig^fiiire. 
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Thomas, nought of your tresor I desire 
As for myself, but that all our covent 
To pray for you is ay so diligent : 
And for to bilden Gristes owen chirche. 
Thomas, if ye wol lernen for to wirche, 
Of bilding up of chircbes may ye finde 
If it be good, in Thomas lif of Inde. 

Ye liggen here ful of anger and of ire, 
With which the devil set your herte on fire, 
And chiden here this holy innocent 
Your wif, that is so good and patient. 
And therfore trow me, Thomas, if thee lest, 
Ne strive not with thy wif, as for the best. 
And here this word away now by thy faith, 
Touching swiche thing, lo, what the wise saith : 

Within thy hous ne be thou no leon ; 
To thy suggets do non oppression ; 
Ne make thou not thin acquaintance to flee. 

And yet, Thomas, eftsones charge I thee, 
Beware from ire that in thy bosom slepeth. 
Ware fro the serpent, that so slily crepeth 
Under the gras, and stingeth subtilly. 
Beware, ray sone, and herken patiently. 
That twenty thousand men hau lost hir lives 
For striving with hir lemmans and hir wives. 
Now sith ye ban so holy and meek a wif. 
What nedeth you, Thomas, to maken strif ?^ 
Ther n'is ywis no serpent so cruel. 
Whan man tredeth on his tail, ne half so fel. 
As woman is, whan she hath caught an ire , 
Yeray vengeance is than all hire desire. 

Ire is a sinne, on of the grcte seven, 
Abhominable unto the God of heven. 
And to himself it is destruction. r^^^^T^ 
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This every lewed vicar and parson 
Can sajy how ire engendreth homicide ; 
Ire is in soth executour of pride. 

I coud of ire say so mochel sorwe. 
My tale shulde lasten til to-morwe. 
And therfore pray I God both day and night, 
An irons man God send him litel might. 
It is gret harm, and certes gret pitee 
To sette an irons man in high degree. 
Whilom ther was an irons potestat, 
As saith Senek, that during his estat 
Upon a day out riden knightes two. 
And, as fortune wold that it were so, 
That on of hem came home, that other nought. 
Anon the knight before the juge is brought, 
That saide thus ; thou hast thy felaw slain. 
For which I deme thee to the deth certain. 
And to another knight commanded he ; 
Go, lede him to the deth, I charge thee. 
And happed, as they wenten by the wey 
Toward the place ther as he shulde dey. 
The knight came, which men wendeu had be dede. 
Than thoughten they it was the beste rede 
To lede hem bothe to the juge again. 
They saiden, lord, the knight ne hath not slain 
His felaw, here he stondeth hoi alive. 

Ye shull be ded, quod he, so mot I thrive, 
That is to eay, both on, and two, and three. 
And to the firste knight right thus spake he. . 

I damned thee, thou must algate be ded : 
And thou also must nedes lese thyn hed. 
For thou art cause why thy felaw deyeth. 
And to the thridde knight right thus he seyetli, 
Thou hast not don that I commanded, thee. 
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And thus he did do slen hem alle three. 

Irous Cambises was eke dronkelew. 
And ay delighted him to ben a shrew. 
And so befell, a lord of his meinie, 
That loved vertuous moralitee, 
Sayd on a day betwix hem two right thus : 
A lord is lost, if he be yicious ; 
And droukennesse is eke a foule record 
Of any man, and namely of a lord. 
Ther is ful many an eye and many an ere 
Awaiting on a lord, and he n'ot wher. 
For Goddes love drinke more attemprely : 
Win maketh man to lesen wretchedly 
His mind, and eke his limmes everich on. 
The revere shalt thou see, quod he, anon, 
And preve it by thyn owen experience, 
That win ne doth to folk no swiche offence. 
Ther is no win bereveth me my might 
Of hond, ne foot, ne of min eyen sight. 
And for despit he dranke mochel more 
An hundred part than he had don before, 
And right anon, this cursed irous wretche 
This knightes sone let before him fetche, 
Commanding him he shuld before him stond : 
And sodenly he took his bow in hond. 
And up the streng he pulled to his ere. 
And with an arwe he slow the child right ther. 

Now whether have I a siker hond or non ? 
Quod he, Is all my might and minde agon ? 
Hath win bereved me min eyen sight? 

What shuld I tell the answer of the knight? 
His son was slain, ther is no more to say. 
Beth ware therfore with lordes for to play, 
Singeth Placebo^ and I shal if I caujized by Google 
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But if it be nnto a poure man : 

To a poare man men skuld his vices telle. 

But not to a lord, though be sbnld go to belle. 

L09 irons Cirus, tbilke Persien, 
How he destroyed the river of GKsen, 
For that an bors of bis was dreint therin. 
Whan that he wente Babilon to win : 
He made that the river was so smal, 
That wimmen might it waden over al. 
Lo, what said he, that so wel teehen can ? 
Ne be no felaw to non irons man, 
Ne with no wood man walke by the way. 
Lest thee repent. I wol no fortber say. 

Now, Thomas, leve brother, leve thin ire, 
Thou shalt me find as just, as is a squire ; 
Hold not the devils knif ay to thin herte, 
Tbin anger doth thee all to sore smerte. 
But shew to me all thy confession. 

Nay, quod the sike man, by Seint Simon 
I have ben shriven this day of my curat ; 
I have him told al holly min estat. 
Nedeth no mo to speke of it, sayth he. 
But if me list of min humilitee; 

Yeve me than of thy gold to make our cloistre, 
Quod he, for many a muscle and many an oistre, 
Whan other men ban ben ful wel at ese, 
Hath been our food, our cloistre for to rese : 
And yet, God wot, uneth the fundament 
Parfourmed is, ne of our pavement 
N'is not a tile yet within our wones : 
By God we owen fourty pound for stones. 
Now help, Thomas, for him that harwed belle, 
For elles mote we cure bokes selle. 
And if ye lacke cure predicatipi![iooQle 



Than goth this world all to destraction. 
For who so fro this world wold ns hereve, 
So God me save, Thomas, by jour leve. 
He wold bereve out of this world the sonne. 
For who can teche and worken as we conne ? 
And that is not of litel time, (quod he) 
But sithen Elie was, and Elisee, 
Han freres ben, that find I of record. 
In charitee, ythonked be our Lord. 
Now, Thomas, help for Seinte Charitee* 

And doun anon he sette him on his kuee. 

This sike man woxe wel neigh wood for ire, 
He wolde that the frere had ben a-fire 
With his false dissimnlation. 

Swiche thing as is in mj possession, 
Quod he, that may I yeve you and non other : 
Ye sain me thus, how that I am your brother. 
Ye certes, quod this frere, ye, trusteth wel ; 
I took our dame the letter of our sele. 

Now wel, quod he, and somwhat shal I yeve 
Unto your holy covent while I live ; 
And in thin bond thou shalt it have anon, 
On this condition, and other non, 
That thou depart it so, my dere brother, 
That every frere have as moche as other : 
This shalt thou swere on thy profession 
Withouten fraud or cavilation. 

I swere it, quod the frere^ upon my faith. 
And therwithall his bond in his he layth ; 
Lo here my faith, in me shal be no lak. 

Than put thin bond adoun right by my bak, 
Saide this man, and grope wel behind, 
Benethe my bnttok, ther thou shalte find 
A thing, that I have hid in privet^i^^,, Google 
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A, thought this frere, that shal go with me. 
And doun his hond he launcheth to the clifte. 
In hope for to finden ther a gifte. 

And whan this sike man felte this frere 
About his towel gropen ther and here, 
Amid his hond he let the frere a fart ; 
Ther n'is no capel drawing in a cart. 
That might han let a fart of swiche a soun. 

The frere Up sterte, as doth a wood leoun : 
A, false cherl, quod he, for Goddes bones. 
This hast thou in despit don for the nones : 
Thou shalt able this fart, if that I may. 

His meinie, which that hcrden this affray, 
Came leping in, and chased out the frere. 
And forth he goth with a ful angry chere. 
And fet his felaw, ther as lay his store : 
He loked as it were a wilde bore, 
And grinte with his teeth, so was he wroth. 
A sturdy pas doun to the court he goth, 
Wher as ther woned a man of gret honour, 
To whom that he was alway confessour : 
This worthy man was lord of that village. 
This frere came, as he were in a rage, 
Wher as this lord sat eting at bis bord : 
Unnethes might the frere speke o word, 
Til atte last he saide, God you see. 

This lord gan loke, and saide, Benedicite ! 

What ? frere John, what manor world is this ? 
I see wel that som thing ther is amis ; 
Ye loken as the wood were ful of theves. 
Sit doun anon, and tell me what your greve is, 
And it shal ben amended, if I may. 

I have, quod he, had a despit to day, 
God yelde you, adoun in your village. , 
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That in tbis world ther n'is so ponre a page, 
That he n'olde have abfaominatioun 
Of that I have received in youre toun : 
And yet ne greveth me nodiing so sore, 
As that the olde eherl, with lokkes bore. 
Blasphemed hath oure holy covent eke. 

Now, maister, quod this lord, I you beseke--- 

No maister, sire, (quod he) but servitour, 
Though I have had in scole that honour. 
God liketh not, that men us Rabi call, 
Neither in market, ne in your large hall. 

No force, quod he, but tell me all your grefe. 

Sire, quod this Frere, an odious meschefe 
This day betid is to min ordre, and me, 
And so per conseqtiens to eche degree 
Of holy chirche, Ood amende it sone. 

Sire, quod the lord, ye wot what is to don : 
Distempre you not, ye ben my confessour. 
Ye ben the salt of the erthe, and the savour ; 
For Goddes love your patience now hold ; 
Telle me your grefe. And he anon him told 
As ye ban herd before, ye wot wel what. 

The lady of the hous ay stille sat, 
Til she had herde what the Frere said. 

Ey, goddes moder, quod she, blisful maid. 
Is ther ought dies ? tell me faithfully. 
Madame, quod he, how thinketh you therby ? 
How that me thinketh ? (quod she) so Grod me 
I say, a cherle hath don a cherles dede. [spede, 
What shuld I say 7 God let him never the ; 
His sike bed is ful of vanitee ; 
I hold him in a maner frenesie. 

Madame, quod he, by God I shal not lie, 
But I in other wise may ben awreke^^^^^ Q^^g,^ 
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I shal diffame him over all, ther I speke ; 
This false blasphemour, that charged me 
To parten that wol not departed be, 
To every man ylike ; with meschance ! 

The lord sat stille, as he were in a trance. 
And in his herte he rolled np and doun, 
How had this cherl imaginatioun 
To shewen swiche a probleme to the frere. 
Never erst or now ne herd I swiche matere ; 
I trow the Devil put it in his mind. 
In all Arsmetrike shal ther no man find 
Beforn this day of swiche a question. 
Who shulde make a demonstration, 
That every man shuld han ylike his part 
As of a soun or savour of a fart? 

nice proude cherl, I shrewe his &ce. 

Lo, sires, quod the lord, with harde grace, 
Who ever herd of swiche b thing or now ? 
To every man ylike ? tell me how. 
It is an impossible, it may not be. 
Ey, nice cherl, God let him never the. 
The rombling of a fart, and every soun, 
N'is but of aire reverberatioun, 
And ever it wasteth lite and lite away ; 
Ther n'is no man can demen, by my fay. 
If that it were departed equally. 
What ? lo my cherl, lo yet how shrewedly 
Unto my confessour to-day he spake ; 

1 hold him certain a demoniake. 

Now ete your mete, and let the cherl go plaj^ 
Let him go honge himself a devil way. 

Now stood the lordes squier atte bord, 
That carf his mete, and herde word by word 
Of all this thing, of which I have you sayd. 
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My lord, quod he, be ye not eril apaid^ 
I coude telle for a goune-cloth 
To youy sire frere, sp that ye be not wroth, 
How that this &rt shuld even ydeled be 
Amonge your covent, if it liked thee. 

Tell, quod the lord, and thou shalt have anon 
A goune-cloth, by God and by seint John. 

My lord, quod he, whan that the weder is faire, 
Withouten winde, or pertourbing of aire. 
Let bring a cart-whele here into this hall, 
But loke that it have his spokes all ; 
Twelf spokes hath a cart-whele communly ; 
And bring me than twelf freres, wete ye why ? 
For threttene is a covent as I gesse : 
Your confessour here for his worthinesse 
Shal parfourme up the houmbre of his covent. 
Than shall they knele adoun by on assent. 
And to every spokes end in this manere 
Ful sadly lay his nose shal a frere ; 
Your noble confessour, ther God him save, 
Shal hold his nose upright under the nave. 
Thau shal this cherl, with bely stif and tought 
As any tabour, hider ben ybronght ; 
And set him on the whele right of this cart 
Upon the nave, and make him let a fart. 
And ye shull seen, up peril of my lif, 
By veray preef that is demonstratif, 
That equally the soun of it wol wende, 
And eke the stiuke, unto the spokes ende, 
Save that this worthy man, your confessour, 
(Because he is a man of gret honour) 
Shal ban the firste fruit, as reson is. 
The noble usage of freres yet it is, 
The worthy men of hem shul first be served. 
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And certaiuly he bath it wel deserved ; 
He hath to-day taught us so mochel good, 
-With preching in the pulpU ther he stood, 
That I may vouchesauf, I say for me, 
He hadde the firste smel of ^rtes three. 
And so wold all his brethren hardely^ 
He bereth him so faire and holyly. 

The lord, the lady, and eche man, save the frere, 
Sayden, that Jankin spake in this matere 
As wel as Euclide, or elles Ptholomee. 
Touching the eherl, they sayden, subtiltee 
And highe wit made him speken as he spake ; 
He n'is no fool, ne no demoniake. 
And Jankin hath ywonne a newe gonne ; 
My tale is don, we ben almost at tonne. 

Cf)e Clerfeesf ^^rolope* 

SIRE Clerk of Oxenforde, our Hoste said, 
Ye ride as stille and coy, as doth a maid, 
Were newe spoused, sitting at the bord : 
This day ne herd I of your tonge a word. 
I trow ye studie abouten som sophime : 
But Salomon saith, that every thing hath time. 
For Goddes sake as beth of better chere, 
It is no time for to studien here. 
Tell us som mery tale by your fay ; 
For what man that is entred in a play, 
He nedes most unto the play assent. 
But precheth not, as freres don in Lent, 
To make us for our olde sinnes wene, 
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Ne that thy tale make us not to slepe. 

Tell us som mery thing of aventures ; 
Your termes, your coloures, and your figures, 
Xepe hem in store, til so be ye endite 
Hie stile, as whan that men to kinges write. 
Speketh so plain at this time, I you pray, 
That we may understonden what ye say. 

This worthy Clerk benignely answerde ; 
Hoste, quod he, I am under your yerde. 
Ye have of us now the governance, 
And therfore wolde I do you obeysance, 
As ier as reson asketh hardely : 
I wol yon tell a tale, which that I 
Lerned at Padowe of a worthy clerk, 
As preved by his wordes and his werk. 
He is now ded, and nailed in his cheste, 
I pray to God so yeve his soule reste. 

Fraunceis Petrark, the laureat poete, 
Highte this clerk, whos rethorike swete 
Enlumined all Itaille of poetrie, 
As Lynyan did of philosophic. 
Or law, or other art particulere : 
But deth, that wol not sufFre us dwellen here, 
But as it were a twinkling of an eye, 
Hem both hath slaine, and alle we shul dye. 

But forth to tellen of this worthy man, 
That taughte me this tale, as I began, 
I say that first he with hie stile enditeth 
(Or he the body of his tale writeth) 
A proheme, in the which descriveth he 
Piemont, and of Saluces the contree. 
And speketh of Apennin the hilles hie, 
That ben the boundes of west Lumbardie : 
And of mount Vesulus in special, jgtized by Google 
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Wher as the Poo oat of a welle smal 
Taketh his firste springing and his soars, 
That estward ay encreseth in his cours 
To Emelie ward, to Ferare, and Venise, 
The which a longe thing were to devise. 
And trewely, as to my jagement, 
Me thinketh it a thing impertinent, 
Save that he wol conveyen his matere : 
Bat this is the tale which that ye mow here. 

die Clet6e0 %aU, 

THER is right at the West side of Itaille 
Doun at the rote of Vesalus the cold, 
A lusty plain, hahundant of vitaille, 
Ther many a toun and tour thou maist behold, 
That founded were in time of fathers old. 
And many another delitable sighte, 
And Saluces this noble contree highte. 

A markis whilom lord was of that lond, 
As were his worthy elders him before. 
And obeysant, ay redy to his bond. 
Were all his lieges, bothe lesse and more : 
Thus in delit he liveth, and hath don yore, 
Beloved and drad, thurgh favour of fortune. 
Both of his lordes, and of his commune. 

Therwith he was, to speken of linage^ 
The gentilest yborne of Lumbardie, 
A faire person, and strong, and yong of age, 
And ful of honour and of curtesie: 
Discret ynough, his contree for togn*. , 
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Sauf in som thinges that he was to blame, 
And Walter was this jonge lordes name. 

I blame him thus» that he considered nought 
In time coming what might him betide. 
But on his lust present was all his thought^ 
And for to hauke and hunt on every side : 
Wei neigh all other cures let he slide, 
And eke he n'old (and that was worst of all) 
Wedden no wif for ought that might befall. 

Only that point his peple bare so sore, 
That flockmel on a day to him they went, 
And on of hem, that wisest was of lore, 
(Or elles that the lord wold best assent 
That he shuld tell him what the peple ment, 
Or elles coud he wel shew swiche matere) 
He to the markis said as ye shall here. 

O noble markis, your humanitee 
Assureth us and yeveth us hardinesse, 
As oft as time is of necessitee, 
That we to you mow tell our hevinesse : 
Accepteth, lord, than of your gentillesse, 
That we with pitous herte unto you plaine, 
And let your eres nat my vols disdaine. 

Al have I not to don in this matere 
More than another man bath in this place, 
Yet for as moch as ye, my lord so dere, 
Han alway shewed me favour and grace, 
I dare the better aske of you a space 
Of audience, to shewen our request, 
And ye, my lord, to don right as you lest. 

For certes, lord, so wel us liketh you 
And all your werke, and ever have don, that we 
Ne couden not ourself devisen how 
We mighten live in more felicitee :^^^^^^^ Google 
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Save o thingy lord, if it your wille be, 
That for to be a wedded man you lest, 
Than were your peple in soveratn hertes rest. 

Boweth your nekke under the blisful yok 
Of soveraintee, and not of servise, 
Which that inen clepen spousaile or wedlok : 
And thinkethy lord, among your thoughtes wise, 
How that our dayes passe in sondry wise ; 
For though we slepe, or wake, or rome, or ride, 
Ay fleth the time, it wol no man abide. 

And though your grene youthe floure as yet, 
In crepeth age alway as still as ston, 
And deth manaseth every age, and smit 
In eche estat, for ther escapeth non : 
And al so certain, as we knowe eche on 
That we shul die, as uncertain we all 
Ben of that day whan deth shal on us fall* 

Accepteth than of us the trewe entent. 
That never yet refuseden your best. 
And we wol, lord, if that ye wol assent, 
Chese you a wife in short time at the mest, 
Borne of the gentillest and of the best 
Of all this lond, so that it oughte seme - 
Honour to God and you, as we can deme. 

Deliver us out of all this besy drede, 
And take a wif, for highe Goddes sake : 
For if it so befell, as God forbede, 
That thurgh your deth your linage shulde slake, 
And that a strange successour shuld take 
Your heritage, o ! wo were us on live : 
Wherfore we pray you hastily to wive. 

Hir meke praiere and hir pitous chere 
Made the markis for to ban pitee. 
Ye wol, quod he, min owen pep] 
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To that I never er thought constrainen me. 
I me rejoyced of my libertee, 
That selden time is found in mariage ; 
Ther I was frecy I moste ben in servage. 

But natheles I see your trewe entente 
And trust upon your wit, and have don ay : 
Wherfore of my free will I wol assent 
To wedden me, as sone as ever I may. 
But ther as ye han profred me to-day 
To chesen me a wif, I you relese 
That chois, and pray you of that profer cese. 

For God it wot, that children often ben 
Unlike hir worthy eldres hem before, 
Bountee cometh al of God, not of the stren, 
Of which they ben y gendred and ybore : 
I trust in Goddes bountee, and therfore 
My tnariage, and min estat, and rest 
I him betake, he may don as him lest. 

Let me alone in chesing of my wif. 
That charge upon my bak I wol endure : 
But I you pray, and charge upon your lif, 
That what wif that I take, ye me assure 
To worship hire while that hire lif may dure. 
In word and werk both here and elles where. 
As she an emperoures doughter were. 

And forthermore this shuln ye swere, that ye 
Again my chois shul never grutch ne strive. 
For sith I shal forgo my libertee 
At your request, as ever mote I thrive, 
Ther as min herte is set, ther wol I wive : 
And but ye wol assent in swiche manere, 
I pray you speke no more of this matere. 

With hertly will they sworen and assenten 
To all this thing, ther saide not o wight nay loole 
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BesechiDg him of grace, or that they wenten, 
That he wold granten hem a certain day 
Of his spoosailey as sone as ever be may. 
For yet alway the peple somwhat dred. 
Lest that this markis wolde no wif wed. 

He granted hem a day, swiche as him lest, 
On which he wold be wedded sikerly. 
And said he did all this at hir request ; 
And they with humble herte ful buxumly 
Kneling upon hir knees ful reverently 
Him thonken all, and thus they ban an end 
Of hir entente, and home agen they wend. 

And hereupon he to his officeres 
Commandeth for the feste to purvay. 
And to his privee knigbtes and squieres 
Swiche charge he yave, as him list on hem lay: 
And they to his commandement obey, 
And eche of hem doth al his diligence 
To do unto the feste al reverence. 



Pars Sbgunda. 

Nought fer fro tbilke paleis honourable, 
Wher as this markis shope his mariage, 
Ther stood a thorpe, of sigbte delitable, 
In which that poure folk of that village 
Hadden hir bestcs and hir herbergage. 
And of hir labour toke hir sustenance. 
After that the erthe yave hem habundancc. 

Among this poure folk ther dwelt a man, 
Which that was holden pourest of hem all : 
But highe God somtime sen den can 
His grace unto a litel oxes stall : 
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Janicola men of that tborpe him call. 

A doughter had he, faire ynough to sight, 

And Grisildis this yonge maideti hight. 

Bat for to speke of vertaous beautee, 
Than was she on the fairest under sonne : 
Ful pourelj yfostred up was she : 
No likerous lust was in hire herte yronne ; 
Wei ofter of the well than of the tonne 
She dranke, and for she wolde vertue plese, 
She knew wel labour, but non idel ese. 

Bat though this mayden tendre were of age, 
Yet in the brest of hire virginitee 
Ther was enclosed sad and ripe corage : 
And in gret reverence and charitee 
Hire olde poure fader fostred she : 
A few sheep spinning on the feld she kept, 
She wolde not ben idel til she slept. 

And whan she homward came, she wolde bring 
Wortes and other herbes times oft, 
The which she shred and sethe for hire living. 
And made hire bed ful hard, and nothing soft : 
And ay she kept hire fadres lif on loft 
With every obeisance and diligence. 
That child may don to fadres reverence. 

Upon Grisilde, this poure creature, 
Ful often sithe this markis sette his eye, 
As he on hunting rode paraventure : 
And whan it fell that he might hire espie, 
He not with wanton loking of folic 
His eyen cast on hire, but in sad wise 
Upon hire chere he wold him oft avise, 

Commending in his herte hire womanhede, 
And eke hire vertue, passing any wight 
Of so yong age, as wel in chere as dede. 
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For though the peple have no gret insight 
In vertue, he considered ful right 
Hire hountee, and disposed that he wold 
Wedde hire only, if ever he wedden shold. 

The day of wedding came, but no wight can 
Tellen what woman that it shulde be, 
For which mervaille wondred many a man, 
And saiden, whan they were in privetee, 
Wol not our lord yet leve his vanitee ? 
Wo] he not wedde? alas, alas the while ! 
Why wol he thus himself and us begile ? 

But natheles this roarkis hath do make 
Of gemmes, sette in gold and in asure, 
Broches and ringes, ^r Grisildes sake, 
And of hire clothing toke he the mesure 
Of a maiden like unto hire stature, 
And eke of other ornamentes all, 
That unto swiche a wedding shulde fall. 

The time of underne of the same day 
Approcheth, that this wedding shulde be. 
And all the paleis put was in array. 
Both halle and chambres, eche in his degree. 
Houses of office stuffed with plentee 
Ther mayst thou see of deinteous vitaille. 
That may be found, as fer as lasteth Itaille, 

This real markis richely arraide, 
Lordes and ladies in his compagnie, 
The which unto the feste weren praide, 
And of his retenue the bachelerie, 
With many a soun of sondry melodie, 
Unto the village, of the which I told, 
In this array the righto way they hold. 

Grisilde of this (God wot) ful innocent, 
That for hire shapen was all this an-ay, , 

digitized by VjOOv IC 



8i6«. ®6e €IerftM ®ale» 245 

To fetchen water at a welle is went, 
And Cometh home as sone as ever she may. 
For wel she had herd say, that thiike day 
The markis shulde wedde, and, if she might. 
She wolde fayn han seen som of that sight. 

She thought, I wol with other maidens stond. 
That ben my felawes, in our dore, and see 
The markisesse, and therto wol I fond 
To don at home, as sone as it may be, 
The labour which that longeth unto me, 
And than I may at leiser hire behold, 
If she this way unto the castel hold. 

And as she wolde over the threswold gon, 
The markis came and gan hire for to call, 
And she set doun hire water-pot anon 
Beside the threswold in an oxes stall, 
And doun upon hire knees she gan to fall. 
And with sad countenance kneleth still. 
Til she had herd what was the lordes will. 

This thoughtful markis spake unto this maid 
Ful soberly, and said in this manere : 
Wher isyour fader, Grisildis? he said. 
And she with reverence in humble chere 
Answered, lord, he is al redy here. 
And in she goth withouten lenger lette, 
And to the markis she hire fader fette. 

He by the bond than toke this poure man. 
And saide thus, whan he htm had aside : 
Jauicola, I neither may ne can 
Lenger the plesance of min herte hide. 
If that thou Youchesauf, what so betide. 
Thy doughter wol I take or that I wend 
As for my wif, unto hire lives end. 

Thou lovest me, that wot I wel certairf^oogle 
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And art my faithful liegeman ybore, 
And all that liketh me, I dare wel sain 
It liketh thee, and specially therfore 
Tell me that point, that I have said before, 
If that thou wolt unto this purpos drawe, 
To taken me as for thy son in lawe. 

This soden cas this man astoned so, 
That red he wex, abaist, and al quaking 
He stood, unnethes said he wordes mo, 
But only thus; Lord, quod he, my willing 
Is as ye wol, ne ageins your liking 
I wol no thing, min owen lord so dere^ 
Right as you list, governeth this matere. 

Than wol I, quod this markis softely, 
That in thy chambre, I, and thou, and she. 
Have a collation, and wost thou why ? 
For I wol ask hire, if it hire wille be 
To be my wif, and reule hire after me : 
And all this shal be don in thy presence, 
I wol not speke out of thin audience. 

And in the chambre, while they were aboute 
The tretee, which as ye shul after here, 
The peple came into the hous withoute, 
And wondred hem, in how honest manere 
Ententifly she kept hire feder dere : 
But utterly Grisildis wonder might, 
For never erst ne saw she swiche a sight. 

No wonder is though that she be astoned, 
To see so gret a gest come in that place, 
She never was to non swiche gestes woned. 
For which she loked with ful pale face. 
But shortly forth this matere for to chace, 
Thise arn the wordes that the markis said 
To this benigne, veray, feithful maid, ogle 
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Grisilde, lie said, ye shuln wel understond, 
It liketh to your fader and to me. 
That I jou wedde, and eke it may so stond 
As I suppose, ye wol that it so be : 
But thise demaundes aske I first (quod he), 
That sin it shal be don in hasty wise, 
Wol ye assent, or elles you avise ? 

I say this, be ye redy with good herte 
To all my lust, and that I freely may 
As me best thinketh do you laugh or smerte, 
And never ye to grutchen, night ne day, 
And eke whan I say ya, ye say not nay, 
Neither by word, ne frouning countenance ? 
Swere this, and here I swere our alliance. 

Wondring upon this thing, quaking for drcde. 
She saide ; Lord, indigne and unworthy 
Am I, to thilke honour, that ye me bede. 
But as ye wol yourself, right so wol I : 
And here I swere, that never willingly 
In werk, ne thought, I n'ill you disobeie 
For to be ded, though me were loth to dele. 

This is ynough, Grisilde min, quod he. 
And forth he goth with a ful sobre chere, 
Out at the dore, and after than came she, 
And to the peple he said in this manere : 
This is my wif, quod he, that stondeth here. 
Honoureth her, and loveth hire, I pray, 
Who so me loveth ; ther n'is no more to say. 

And for that nothing of hire olde gere 
She shulde bring into his hous, he bad 
That women shuld despoilen hire right there, 
Of which thise ladies weren nothing glad 
To handle hire clothes wherin she was clad : 
But natheles this maiden bright of gfe^^Google 
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Fro foot to hed they clothed han all new. 

Hire heres han they kempt, that lay untressed 
Ful rudely, and with hir fingres smal 
A coroune on hire hed they han ydressed, 
And sette hire ful of nouches gret and smal : 
Of hire array what shuld I make a tale ? 
Unneth the peple hire knew for hire fairnesse. 
Whan she transmewed was in swiche richesse. 

This markis hath hire spoused with a ring 
Brought for the same cause, and than hire sette 
Upon an hors snow-white, and wel ambling, 
And to his paleis, or he lenger lette, 
(With joyful peple, that hire lad and mette) 
Conveyed hire, and thus the day they spende 
In revel, til the sonne gan descende* 

And shortly forth this tale for to chace, 
I say, that to this newe markisesse 
God hath swiche &vour sent hire of his grace. 
That it ne semeth not by likelinesse 
That she was borne and fed in rndenesse^ 
As in a cote, or in an oxes stall, 
But nourished in an emperoures hall. 

To every wight she waxen is so dere, 
And worshipful, that folk ther she was bore, 
And fro hire birtbe knew hire yere by yere, 
Unnethes trowed they, but dorst han swore^ 
That to Janicle, of which I spake before, 
ShS dough ter n'as, for as by conjecture 
Hem tboughte she was another creature. 

For though that ever vertuous was she. 
She was encresed in swiche excellence 
Of thewes good, yset in high bountee, 
And so discrete, and faire of eloquence, 
So benigne, aod 80 digne of rever^^^g,^ 
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And coude so the peples herte enbrace, 
That eche hire loveth that loketh on hire face* 

Not only of Saluces in the toun 
Published was the bountee of hire name. 
But eke beside in many a regioun, 
If on saith wel, another saith the same : 
So spredeth of hire hie bountee the fame. 
That men and women, yong as wel as old, 
Gon to Saluces upon hire to behold. 

Thus Walter lowly, nay but really, 
Wedded with fortunat honestetee, 
In Ooddes pees liveth ful esily 
At home, and grace ynough outward had be : 
And for he saw that under low degree 
Was honest vertue hid, the peple him held 
A prudent man, and that is seen ful seld« 

Not only this Grisildis thurgh hire wit 
Coude all the fete of wifly homlinesse. 
But eke whan that the cas required it, 
The comune profit coude she redresse : 
Ther n'as discord, rancour, ne hevinesse 
In all the lond, that she ue coude appese. 
And wisely bring hem all in hertes ese. 

Though that hire husbond absent were or non. 
If gentilmen, or other of that contree 
Were wroth, she wolde bringen hem at on^ * 
So wise and ripe wordes hadde she, 
And jugemient of so gret equitee. 
That she from heven sent was, as men wend, 
Peple to save, and every wrong to amend. 

Not longe time after that this Grisilde 
Was wedded, she a doughter hath ybore, 
All had hire levei* ban borne a Aave child : 
Glad was the markis and his folk th|rfon^oogie 
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For though a maiden childe come all before. 
She may unto a knave child atteine 
By likelyhed, sin she n'is not barreine. 



Pars Tehtia. 

Ther fell, as it befalleth times mo, 
Whan that this childe had souked but a throwe, 
This markis in his herte longed so 
To tempt his wif, hire sadnesse for to knowe, 
That he ne might out of his herte throwe 
This marveillous desir his wif to assay, 
Needles, God wot, he thought hire to affray. 

He had assaied hire ynough before, 
And found hire ever good, what nedeth it 
Hire for to tempt, and alway more and more ? 
Though som men praise it for a subtil wit, 
But as for me, I say that evil it sit 
To assay a wif whan that it is no nede, 
And putten hire in anguish and in drede. 

For which this markis wrought in this manere ; 
He came a-night alone ther as she lay 
With Sterne face, and with ful trouble chere, 
And sayde thus ; Grisilde, (quod he) that day 
That I you toke out of your poure array. 
And put you in estat of high noblesse. 
Ye han'it not forgotten, as I gesse. 

I say, Grisilde, this present dignitee. 
In which that I have put you, as I trow, 
Maketh you not forgetful for to be 
That I you toke in poure estat ful low. 
For ony wele ye mote yourselven know. 
Take hede of every word that I y^i say. 
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Ther is no wigbt that hereth it but we tway. 

Ye wote yourself wel how that ye came here 
Into this houSy it is not long ago, 
And though to me ye be right lefe and dere. 
Unto my gentils ye be nothing so : 
They say, to hem it is gret shame and wo 
For to be suggetes, and ben in servage 
To thee, that borne art of a smal linage. 

And namely sin thy doughter was ybore, 
Thise wordes ban they spoken douteles, 
But I desire, as I have don before, 
To live my lif with hem in rest and pees : 
I may not in this cas be reccheles ; 
I mote do with thy doughter for the best, 
Not as I wold, but as my gentils lest. 

And yet, Qod wote, this is ful loth to me : 
But naUieles withouten youre weting 
I wol nought do, but thus wol I (quod he) 
That ye to me assentcn in this thing. 
Shew now youre patience in youre werking. 
That ye me bight and swore in youre village 
The day that maked was our mariage^ 
• Whan she had herd all this, she not ameved 
Neyther in word, in chere, ne countenance, 
(For as it semed, she was not agreved) 
She sayde ; Lord, all lith in your plesance, 
My child and I, with hertely obeisance 
Ben youres all, and ye may save or spill, 
Your owen thing : werketh after your will. 

Ther may no thing, so God my soule save, 
like unto you, that may displesen me : 
Ne I desire nothing for to have, 
Ne drede for to lese, sauf only ye : 
This will is in myn herte, and ay shll J^gCoogle 
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No length of time, or deth may this deface* 
Ne change my corage to an other place. 

Glad was this mark is for hire answering, 
But yet he feined as he were not so, 
Al drery was his chere and his loking. 
Whan that he shuld out of the chambre go. 
Sone after this, a furlong way or two, 
He prively hath told all his entent 
Unto a man, and to his wif him sent* 

A maner sergeant was this prive man, 
The which he faithful often founden had 
In thinges gret, and eke swiche folk wel can 
Don execution on thinges bad : 
The lord knew wel, that he him loved and drad* 
And whan this sergeant wist hid lordes will. 
Into the chambre he stalked him ful still. 

Madame, he sayd, ye mote foryeve it me, 
Though I do thing, to which I am constreined : 
Ye ben so wise, that right wel knowen ye, 
That lordes hestes may not ben yfeined, 
They may wel be bewailed and complained. 
But men mote nedes to hir lust obey, 
And so wol I, ther n'is no more to say. 

This child I am commanded for to take. 
And spake no more, but out the child be hent 
Despitously, and gan a chere to make, 
As though he wold have slain it, or he went. 
Grisildis most al suffer and al consent : 
And as a lambe, she sitteth meke and still, 
And let this cruel sergeant do his will. 

Suspecious was the diffame of this man, 
Suspect his face, suspect his word also. 
Suspect the time in which he this began : 
Alas ! hire doughter, that she loved so, 
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She wende he wold han slaien it right tho. 
But natheles she neither wept ne siked, 
Conforming hire to that the markis liked. 

But at the last to speken she began, 
And mekely she to the sergeant praid 
(So as he vfas a worthy gentil man) 
That she might kisse hire child, or that it deid : 
And in hire barme this litel child she leid, 
With fill sad face, and gan the child to blisse. 
And lulled it, and after gan it kisse. 

And thus she sayd in hire benigne vois : 
Farewel, my child, I shal thee never see, 
But sin I have thee marked with the crois. 
Of thilke fader yblessed mote thou be. 
That for us died upon a crois of tree : 
Thy soule, litel child, I him betake, 
For this night shalt thou dien for my sake. 

I trow that to a norice in this cas 
It had ben hard this routhe for to see : 
Wei might a moder than han cried alas, 
Bat natheles so sad stedfast was she. 
That she endured all adversitee, 
And to the sergeant mekely she sayde. 
Have here agen your litel yonge mayde. 

Goth now (quod she) and doth my lordes best : 
And o thing wold I pray you of your grace, 
But if my lord forbade you, at the lest, 
Burieth this litel body in som place, 
That bestes ne no briddes it to-race. 
But he no word to that purpos wold say. 
But toke the child and went upon his way. 

This sergeant came unto his lord again, 
And of Grisildes wordes and hire chere 
He told him point for point, in short an(Li)lain, 
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And him presen^ted with his doughter dere. 
Somwhat this lord hath routhe in his manere. 
But natheles his parpos held he still, 
As lordes don, whan thej wol have hir will, 

And had this sergeant that he prively 
Shulde this child ful softe wind and wrappe, 
With alle circumstances tendrely, 
And carry it in a cofre, or in a tappe ; 
But upon peine his hed of for to swappe 
That no man shulde know of his entent, 
Ne whens he came, ne whider that he went ; 

But at Boloigne, unto his suster dere, 
That thilke time of Pavie was countesse, 
He shuld it take, and shew hire this matere, 
Beseching hire to don hire hesinesse 
This child to fostren in all gentillesse, 
And whos child that it was he bade hire hide 
From every wight, for ought that may betide. 

This sergeant goth, and hath fulfilde this thing. 
But to this marquis now retome we ; 
For now goth he ful fast imagining. 
If by his wives chere he mighte see, 
Or by hire wordes apperceive, that she 
Were changed, but he never coud hire findc, 
But ever in on ylike sad and kinde. 

As glad, as humble, as besy in service 
And eke in love, as she was wont to be. 
Was she to him, in every maner wise ; 
Ne of hire doughter not a word sp^ke she : 
Non accident for non adversitee 
Was seen in hire, ne never hire dough ters name 
Ne nevened she, for ernest ne for game. 
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Pars Quarta. 

In this estat ther passed ben foure yere 
Er she with childe was, but, as God wold, 
A knave childe she bare by this Waltere 
Fal gracious, and fair for to behold : 
And whan that folk it to his fader told, 
Not only he, but all his contree mery [hery. 
Was for this childe, and God they thonke and 

Whan it was- two yere old, and from the brest 
Departed of his norice, on a day 
This markis caughte yet another lest 
To tempte his wif yet ofter, if he may. 
O ! nedeles was she tempted in assay. 
But wedded men ne connen no mesure. 
Whan that they finde a patient creature. 

Wif, quod this markis, ye han herd or this 
My peple sikely beren our manage, 
And namely sin my sone yboren is. 
Now is it werse than ever in al our age : 
The murmur sleth myn herte and my corage, 
For to myn eres cometh the vois so smerte, 
That it wel nie destroyed hath myn herte. 

Now say they thus, whan Walter is agon, 
Than shal the blood of Janicle succede. 
And ben our lord, for other han we non : 
Swiche wordes sayn my peple, it is no drede. 
Wel ought I of swiche murmur taken hede, 
For certainly I drede al swiche sentence. 
Though they not plainen in myn audience.* 

I wolde live in pees, if that I might : 
Wherfore I am disposed utterly, 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



256 ^^t ClerSes tifale* 8516. 

As I bis suster served er by nigbt, 
Right so tbirike I to serve bim prively. 
Tbis wanie I you, that ye not sodenly 
Oat of yourself for no wo shuld outraie, 
Beth patient, and tberof I you praie. 

I have, qaod she, sayd thus and ever sbal, 
I wol no thing, ne n'ill no thing certain, 
But as you list : not greveth me at al, 
Though that my doughter and my sone be slain 
At your commandement : that is to sain, 
I have not bad no part of children twein, 
But first sikenesse, and after wo and peine. 

Ye ben my lord, doth with your owen thing 
Right as you list, asketh no rede of me : 
For as I left at home al my clothing 
Whan I came first to you, right so (quod she) 
Left I my will and al my libertee, 
And toke your clothing : wherfore I you prey, 
Doth your plesance, I wol youre lust obey. 

And certes, if I hadde prescience 
Your will to know, er ye your lust me told, 
I wold it do withouten negligence : 
But now I wote your lust, and what ye wold, 
AU your plesance ferme and stable I hold, 
For wist I that my deth might do you ese. 
Right gladly wold I dien, you to plese. 

Deth may not maken no comparisoun 
Unto your love. And whan this markis say 
The Constance of his wif, he cast adoun 
His eyen two, and wondreth how she may 
In patience suffer al this array: 
And forth he goth with drery coutenance, 
But to his berte it was ful gret plesance. 

This ugly sergeant in the same wise 
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That he hire doughter caughte, right so he 
(Or werse, if men can any werse devise) 
Hath hent hire sone, that ful was of beautee : 
And ever in on so patient was she. 
That she no chere made of heyinesse. 
Bat kist hire sone and after gan it blesse. 

Save this she praied him, if that he might, 
Hire litel sone he wold in erthe grave. 
His tendre limmes, deh'eat to sight, 
Fro foules and fro bestes for to save. 
Bat she non answer of him mighte have, 
He went his way, as him no thing ne rought, 
But to Boloigne he tendrely it brought. 

This markis wondreth ever lenger the more 
Upon hire patience, and if that he 
Ne hadde sothly knowen therbefore. 
That parfitly hire children loved she, 
He wold ban wend that of som subtiltee 
And of malice, or for cruel corage. 
That she had suffred this with sad visage. 

Bat wel he knew, that next himself, certain 
She loved hire children best in every wise. 
Bat now of women wold I asken fayn, 
If thise assaies mighten not suffise ; 
What coud a sturdy husbond more devise 
To preve hire wifhood, and hire stedfastnesse, 
And he continuing ever in sturdinesse ? 

But ther ben folk of swiche condition. 
That, whan they han a certain purpos take, 
They can not stint of hir intention. 
But, right as they were bounden to a stake, 
They wol not of hir firste purpos slake : 
Right so this markis fully hath purposed 
To tempt his wif, as he was first disposed, , 
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He waiteth, if by word or contenance 
That she to him was changed of corage : 
Bat never oond he finden yariance, 
She was aj on in herte and in yisage^ 
And ay the farther that she was in age^ 
The more trewe (if that it were possible) 
She was to him in love, and more penible. 

For which it semed thns, that of hem two 
Ther was but o will ; for as Walter lest. 
The same last was hire plesance also ; 
And God be thanked, all fell for the best. 
She shewed wel, for no worldly unrest 
A wif, as of hireself, no thing ne sholde 
Wille in effect, but as hire husbond wolde. 

The sclandre of Walter wonder wide spradde, 
That of a cruel herte he wikkedly, 
For he a ponre woman wedded hadde, 
Hath murdred both his children prively : 
Swich murmur was among hem comunly. 
No wonder is : for to the peples ere 
Ther came no word, bat that they murdred were. 

For which ther as his peple therbefore 
Had loved him wel, the sclandre of his diffame 
Made hem that they him hateden therfore : 
To ben a murdrour is an hateful name. 
But natheles, for emest ne for game. 
He of his cruel purpos n'olde stente. 
To tempt his wif was sette all his entente. 

Whan that his doaghter twelf yere was of age, 
He to the court of Rome, in subtil wise 
Enformed of his will, sent his message, 
Commanding him, swiche billes to devise, 
As to his cruel purpos may sufEse, 
How that the pope, as for his pepleii rest. 
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Bade him to wed another, if him lest. 

I say he bade, they shulden contrefete 
The popes balles, making mention 
That he hath leve his firste wif to lete. 
As by the popes dispensation. 
To stinten rancour and dissension 
Betwix his peple and him : thus spake the bMlI, 
The which they han publisshed at the full. 

The rnde peple, as no wonder is, 
Wenden ful wel, that it had ben right so : 
But whan thise tidings came to Grisildis, 
I deme that hire herte was ful of wo ; 
But she ylike sad for evermo 
Disposed was, this humble ereature, 
The adversitee of fortune al to endure; 

Abiding ever his lust and his plesance, 
To whom that she was yeven, herte and al, 
As to hire veray worldly suffisance. 
But shortly if this storie tell I shal, 
This markis writen hath in special 
A lettre, in which he sheweth his entente, 
And secretly he to Boloigne it sente, 

To the erl of Pavie, which that hadde tho 
Wedded his suster, prayed he specially 
To bringen home agein his children two 
In honourable estat al openly : 
But o thing he him prayed utterly, 
That he to no wight, though men wold enquere, 
Shulde not tell wbos children that they were, 

But say, the maiden shuld ywedded be 
Unto the markis of Saluces anon. 
And as this erl was prayed, so did he. 
For at day sette he on his way is gon 
Toward Saluces, and lordes many on 
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In rich arraie, this maiden for to gide^ 
Hire jonge brother riding hire beside. 

Arraied was toward hire manage 
This fresshe maiden, fal of gemmes clere. 
Hire brother, which that seven yere was of age, 
Arraied eke ful fresh in his manere : 
And thus in gret noblesse and with glad chere 
Toward Saluces shaping hir joumay 
Fro day to day they riden in hir way. 



Pars Quinta* 

Among al this, after his wicked usage. 
This markis yet his wif to tempten more 
To the uttereste prefe of hire corage, 
Fully to have experience and lore, 
If that she were as stede&st as before, 
He on a day in open audience 
Ful boistously hath said hire this sentence : 

Certes, Grisilde^ I had ynough plesance 
To ban you to my wif, for your goodnesse, 
And for your trouthe, and for your obeysance, 
Not for your lini^e, ne for your richesse. 
But now know I in veray sothfastnesse. 
That in gret lordship, if I me wel aviso, 
Ther is gret servitude in sondry wise. 

I may not don, as every ploughman may : 
My peple me constreineth for to take 
Another wif, and crien day by day ; 
And eke the pope rancour for to slake 
Conseuteth it, that dare I undertake : 
And trewely, thus moche I wol you say, 
My newe wif is coming by the way. 
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Be strong of herte, and voide anon hire |>Iaee, 
And thiike dower that ye hroughten me 
Take it agen, I grant it of my grace. 
Returneth to your fadres hous, (quod he) 
No man may alway have prosperitee. 
With even herte I rede you to endure 
The stroke of fortune, or of aventure. 

And she agen answerd in patience : 
My lord, quod she, I wote, and wist alway> 
How that betwixen your magnificence 
And my poverte no wight ne can ne may 
Maken comparison, it is no nay ; 
I ne held me never digne in no manere 
To be your wif, ne yet your chamberere. 

And in this hous, ther ye me lady made, 
(The highe God take I for my witnesse, 
And all so wisly he my soule glad) 
I never held me lady ne maistredse. 
But humble servant to your worthinesses 
And ever shal, while that my lif miay dure, 
Aboven every worldly creature* 

That ye so longe of your benignitee 
Ban holden me in honour and nobley, 
Wheras I was not worthy for to be, 
That thanke I God and you, to whom I prey 
Poryelde it you, ther is no more to sey : 
Unto my fader gladly wol I wende. 
And with him dwell unto my lives ende ; 

Ther I was fostred of a childe ful smal^ 
Til I be ded my lif ther wol I lede, 
A widow clone in body, herte and al. 
For sith I yave to you my maidenhede, 
And am your trewe wif, it is no drede, 
God shild^ swiche a lordes wif to take ^ , 
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Another man to husbond or to make. 

And of 7<mr newe wif, God of his grace 
80 graunte joa wele and prosperite : 
For I wol gladly jelden hire my place, 
In which that I was blisfiil wont to be. 
For sith it liketh yon, my lord, (qnod she) 
That whilom weren all myn hertes rest. 
That I shal gon, I woLgo whan yon lest. 

But ther as ye me profre swiche dowaire 
As I first brought, it is wel in my mind. 
It were my wretched clothes, nothing fiure. 
The which to me were hard now for to find. 

goode Ood 1 how gentil and how kind 
Ye semed by yonr speehe and your visage. 
The day that maked was oure marriage ! 

But 80th is said, algate I find it trewe. 
For in efiect it preved is on me. 
Love is not oM, as whan that it is newe. 
But certes, lord, fer nod adversitee 
To dien in this cas, it shal not be 
That ever in word or werke I shal repent, 
That I you yave min herte in hole entent. 

My lord, ye wote, that in my fedres place 
Ye dide me stripe out of my poure wede. 
And richely ye islad me of your grace ; 
To you brought I nought elles, out of drede, 
Btit faith, and nakednesse, and maidenhede ; 
And here agen your clothing I restore. 
And eke your wedding ring for evermore. 

The remenant of your jeweles redy be 
Within your chambre, I dare it safly sain : 
Naked out of my fadres hous (quod she) 

1 came, and naked I mote turne again. 
All your plesance wolde I folwe fain : 
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But yet I hope it be not joar en tent. 
That I smokies out of your paleis went. 

Ye Qoude not ido so dishonest a things 
That thilke wombe, in which your children lay, 
Shulde before the peple, in my Wlalkiug, 
Be seen al bare : wherfore I you pray 
Let me not like a worme go by the way : 
Remembre you, min owen lord so dere, 
I was your wif, though I unworthy were. 

Wherfore in guerdon of my maidenhede, 
Which that I brought and not agen I here, 
As Youchesauf to yeve me to my mede 
But swiche a smok as I was wont to were, 
That I therwith may wrie the wombe of hire 
That was your wif: and here I take my leve 
Of you, min owen lord, lest I you greve. 

The smok, quod he, that thou hast on thy bake, 
Let it be still, and here it forth with thee. 
But wel unnethes thilke word he spake, 
But went his way for routhe and for pitee. 
Before the folk hireselven stripeth she. 
And in hire smok, with foot and bed al bare, 
Toward hire fadres hous forth is she fere. 

The folk hire folwen weping in hir wey. 
And fortune ay they cursen as they gon : 
But she fro weping kept hire eyen drey, 
Ne in this time word ne spake she non. 
Hire fader, that this tiding herd anon, 
Curseth the day and time, that nature 
Shope him to ben a lives creature. 

For out of doute this olde poure man 
Was ever in suspect of hire mariage : 
For ever he demed, sin it first began. 
That whan the lord fulfilled had his corage^ 
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Him wolde thinke it were a disparage 

To his estat, so lowe for to alight, 

And voiden hire as sone as ever he might. 

Agein his dough ter hastily goth he, 
(For he by noise of folk knew hire coming) 
And with hire olde cote, as it might be. 
He covereth hire ful sorwefuUy weping : 
Bat on hire body might he it not bring. 
For rude was the cloth, and more of age 
By daies fele than at hire manage. 

Thus with hire fader for a certain space 
Dwelleth this flour of wifly patience. 
That nother by hire wordes ne hire face, 
Befom the folk, ne eke in hir absence, 
Ne shewed she that hire was don oflence, 
Ne of hire high estat no remembrance 
Ne hadde she, as by hire contenance. 

No wonder is, for in hire gret estat 
Hire gost was ever in pleine humilitee ; 
No tendre mouth, no herte delicat, 
No pompe, no semblant of realtee ; 
But ful of patient benignitee. 
Discrete, and prideles, ay honourable. 
And to hire hnsbond ever meke and stable. 

Men speke of Job, and most for his humblesse. 
As clerkes, whan hem list, can wel endite, 
Namely of men, but as in sothfastnesse, 
Though clerkes preisen women but a lite,5 
Ther can no man in humblesse him acquite 
As woman can, ne can be half so trewe 
As women ben, but it be falle of newe. 
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Pars Sezta. 

Fro Boloigne is this erl of Pavie come. 
Of which the fame up sprang to more and lesse : 
And to the peples eres all and some 
Was couth eke, that a ne we markisesse [chesse. 
He with him brought, in swiche pomp and ri* 
That never was ther seen with mannes eye 
So noble array in al West Lumbardie. 

The markis,which that shope andknewall this, 
Er that this erl was come, sent his message 
For thilke poure sely Grisildis ; 
And she with humble herte and glad visage, 
Not with no swollen thought in hire corage, 
Came at his best, and on hire knees hire sette, 
And reverently and wisely she him grette. 

Grisilde, (quod he) my will is utterly, 
This maiden, that shal wedded be to me, 
Received be to-morwe as really 
As it possible is in myn hous to be : 
And eke that every wight in his degree 
Have his estat in sitting and service, 
And high plesanee, as I can best devise. 

I have no woman suffisant certain 
The chambres for to array in ordinance 
After my lust, and therfore wolde I fain, 
That thin were all swiche manere governance : 
Thou knowest eke of old all my plesanee ; 
Though thin array be bad, and evil besey. 
Do thou thy devoir at the leste wey. 

Not only, lord, that I am glad (quod she) 
To don your lust, but I desire also 
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You for to seire and plese m -my degree, 
Withouten fainting, and shal evermo : 
Ne never for no wele, ne for bo wo, 
Ne shal the gost within myn herte stente 
To love you best with all my trewe entente. 

And with that word she gan the hous to dight, 
And tables for to sette, and beddes make. 
And peined hire to don all that she might, 
Praying the chambereres for Groddes sake 
To hasten hem, a d &ste swepe and shake, 
And she the moste serviceable of all 
Rath every chambre arraied, and his hall. 

Abouten undern gan this erl alight, 
That with him brought thise noble children twey ; 
For which the peple ran to see the sight 
Of Ijir array, so richely besey : 
And than at erst amonges hem they sey, 
That Walter was no fool, though that him lest 
To change his wif ; for it was for the best. 

For she is fairer, as they demen all. 
Than is Grisilde, and more tendre of age, 
And fairer fruit betwene hem shulde fall. 
And more plesant for hire high linage : 
Hire brother eke so faire was of visage, 
That hem to seen the peple hath caught plesance. 
Commending now the markis governance. 

O stormy peple, uhsad and ever untrewe, 
And undiscrete, and changing as a fane. 
Delighting ever in rombel that is newe. 
For like the mone waxen ye and wane : 
Ay ful of clapping, dere ynough a jane, 
Your dome is fals, your Constance evil preveth, 
A ful gret fool is he that on you leveth. 

Thus saiden sade folk in that citee. 
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Whan that the peple gased up and donn : 
For they were glad^ right for the ndveltee, 
To have a newe lady of hir toun. 
No more of this make I now mentionn^ 
Bat to Grisilde agen I wol me dresse, 
And telle hire conBtance, and hire besinesse. 

Ful besy was Grisilde in every thing. 
That to the feste was appertinent ; 
Right naaght was she abfdst of hire clothing, 
Though it were rude, and somdel eke to-rent. 
But with glad chere to the yate is went 
With other folk, to grete the markisesse, 
And after that doth forth hire besinesse. 

With so glad chere his gestes she receiveth, 
And conningly everich in his degree, 
That no defaute no man apperceiveth, 
But ay they wondren what she mighte be, 
That in so poare array was for to see, 
And coude swiche honour and reverence, 
And worthily they preisen hire prudence^ 

In all this mene while she ne stent 
This maide and eke hire brother to commend 
With all hire herte in ful benigne entent, 
So wel, that no man coud hire preise amend: 
But at the last whan that thise lordes wend 
To sitten doun to mete» he gan to call 
Grisilde, as she was besy in the hall. 

Grisilde^ (quod he, as it were in his play) 
How liketh thee mj wif, and hire beautee? 
Right wel, my lord, quod she, for in good fay, 
A fairer saw I never non than she : 
I pray to God yeve you prosperitee ; 
And so I hope, that he wc4 to you send 
Plesance vnoueh unto your lives end. ^ . 
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O thing beseche I 70a and warne also. 
That je ne prikke with no tnrmenting 
This tendre maiden, as ye han do mo : 
For she is fostred in hire norishing 
More tendrely, and to my supposing 
She mighte not adversitee endure, 
As oonde a poure fostred creature. 

And whan this Walter saw hire patience. 
Hire glade chere, and no malice at all. 
And he so often hadde hire don offence, 
And she ay sade and constant as a wall, 
Continuing ever hire innocence over all. 
This sturdy markis gan his herte dresse 
To rewe upon hire wifly stedefastnesse. 

This is ynough, Grisilde min, quod he, 
Be now no more agast, ne evil apaid, 
I have thy faith and thy benignitee, 
As wel as ever woman was, assaid 
In gret estat, and pourelich arraied : 
Now know I, dere wif, thy stedefastnesse, 
And hire in armes toke, and gan to kesse. 

And she for wonder toke of it no kepe ; 
She herde not trbat thing he to hire said : 
She ferde as she had stert out of a slepe, 
Til she out of hire masednesse abraid. 
Orisilde, quod he, by God that for us deid, 
Thou art my wif, non other I ne have, 
Ne never had, as God my soule save. 

This is thy doughter, which thou hast supposed 
To be my wif; that other faithfully 
Shal be min heir, as I have ay disposed ; 
Thou bare hem of thy body trewely : 
At Boloigne have I kept hem prlvely : 
Take hem agen, for now maist thou npt say. 
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That thou hast lorn non of thy children tway« 

And folk, that otherwise han said of me^ 
I warne hem wel, that I have don this dede 
For no malice* ne for no crueltee. 
But for to assay in thee thy womanhede : 
And not to slee my children (God forbede) 
But for to kepe hem prively and still. 
Til I thy purpos knew, and all thy will. 

Whan she this herd aswoune doun she falleth 
For pitous joye, and after hire swouning 
She both hire yonge children to hire calleth, 
And in hire armes pitously weping 
Embraceth hem^ and tendrely kissing 
Ful like a moder with hire salte teres 
She bathed both hir visage and hir heres. 

O, which a pitoas thing it was to see 
Hire swouning, and hire humble vois to here ! 
Grand mercy, lord, God thank it you (quod she) 
That ye han saved me my children dere : 
Now rekke I never to be ded right here, 
Sin I stond in your love, and in your grace. 
No force of deth, ne whan my spirit pace. 

O tendre, o dere, o yonge children mine, 
Your woful mother wened stedfastly. 
That cruel houndes, or som foul vermine 
Had eten you ; but God of his mercy. 
And your benigne fader tendrely 
Hath don you kepe : and iii that same stound 
Al sodenly she swapt adoun to ground. 

And in hire swoagh so sadly holdeth she 
Hire children two, whan she gan hem embrace, 
That with gret sleight and gret difficultee 
The children from hire arm they gan arrace 
O ! many a tere on many a pitous face 

Jigitized by VjOOQIC 



270 m^^ iSltAn ^ale. 8981. 

Doun ran of hem that stoden hire beside, 
Unnethe abouten hire might they abide. 

Walter hire gladeth, and hire sorwe slaketh. 
She riseth up abashed from hire trance. 
And every wight hire joye and feste maketh. 
Til she hath caught agen hire contenance. 
Walter hire doth so faithfully plesance. 
That it was deintee for to seen the chere 
Betwix hem two, sin they ben met. in fere. 

Thise ladies, whan that they hir time sey, 
Han taken hire, and'into chambre gon, 
And stripen hire out of hire rade arrey, 
And in a cloth of gold that brighte shone, 
With a coronne of many a riche stone 
Upon hire hed, they into hall hire bronghte : 
And ther she was honoured as hire ought. 

Thus hath this pitous day a blisful end ; 
For every man, and woman, doth his might 
This day in mirth and revel to dispend, 
Til on the welkin shone the sterres bright : 
For more solempne in every mannes sight 
This feste was, and greter of costage, 
Than was the revel of hire mariage. 

Ful many a yere in high prosperitee 
Liven thise two in concord and in rest, 
And riehely his doughter marled he 
Unto a lord, on of the worthiest 
Of all Itaille, and than in pees and rest 
His wives fader in his court he kepeth. 
Til that the soule out of his body crepeth. 

His sone succedeth in his heritage, 
In rest and pees, after his fadres day : 
And fortunat was eke in mariage, 
Al put he not his wif in gret assay : 
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This world is not so strong, it is no qay. 

As it hath ben in olde times yore, 

And herkneth, what this auctour saith therfore. 

This story is said, not for that wives shuld 
Folwe Orisilde, as in hnmilitee, 
For it were importable, tbo they wold ; 
Bat for that every wight in his degree 
Shulde be constant in adversitee, 
As was Grisilde, therfore Petrark writeth 
This storie, which with high stile he enditeth. 

For sith a woman was so patient 
Unto a mortal man, wel more we ought 
Receiven all in gree that God us sent. 
For gret skill is he preve that he wrought : 
But he ne tempteth no man that he bought, 
As saith seint Jame, if ye his pistell rede; 
He preveth folk al day, it is no drede : 

And suffreth us, as for our exercise, 
With sharpe scourges of adversitee 
Ful often to be bete in sondry wise ; 
Not for to know our will, for certes he, 
Or we were borne, knew all our freeletee ; 
And for our best is all his governance ; 
Let us than live in vertuous suffrance. 

But o word, lordings, herkeneth, or I go : 
It were ful hard to finden now adayes 
In all a toun Grisildes three or two : 
For if that they were put to swiche assayes, 
The gold of hem hath now so bad alayes 
With bras» that though the coine be faire at eye. 
It wolde rather brast atwo than plie. 

For which here, for the wives love of Bathe, 
Whos lif and al hire secte God maintene 
In high maistrie^ and elles were it scatheM-^^^j^ 
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I wol with lusty herte fresshe and grene. 
Say yoa a song to gladen you, I wene : 
And let us stint of ernestful matere. 
Herkneth my song, that saith in this manere. 

Grisilde is ded, and eke hire patience, 
And hoth at ones buried in Itaille : 
For which I crie in open audience, 
No wedded man so hardy be to assaille 
His wives patience, in trust to find 
Orisildes, for in certain he shal faille. 

O noble wives, ful of high prudence. 
Let non humilitee your tonges uaile : 
Ne let no clerk have cause or diligence 
To write of you a storie of swiche mervaille, 
As of Orisildis patient and kinde. 
Lest Chichevache you swalwe in hire entraille. 

Folweth ecco, that holdeth no silence. 
But ever answereth at the countretaille : 
Beth not bedafFed for your innocence, 
But sharply taketh on you the govemaille: 
Emprenteth wel this lesson in your minde. 
For comun profit, sith it may availle. 

Ye archewives, stondeth ay at defence. 
Sin ye be strong, as is a gret camaille, 
Ne sufFreth not, that men do you offence.^ 
And sclendre wives, feble as in bataille^ 
Beth egre as is a tigre yond in Inde ; 
Ay clappeth as a mill, I you counsaille, 

Ne drede hem not, doth hem no reverence, 
For though thin husbond armed be in maille, 
The arwes of thy crabbed eloquence 
Shal perce his brest, and eke his aventaille : 
In jalousie I rede eke thou him binde, [quaille. 
And thou shalt make him coucbe as doth a 
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If thou be faire, ther folk ben in presence 
Shew thou thy visage, and thin apparaille ; 
If thou be foule, be free of thy dispence. 
To get thee frendes ay do thy travaille : 
Be ay of chere as light as lefe on linde, [waille* 
And let him care, and wepe, and wringe, and 
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WEPIN6 and wailing, care and other 
sorwe 
I have ynough, on even and on morwe, 
Quod the Marchant, and so haye other mo, 
That wedded ben ; I trowe that it be so : 
For wel I wot it fareth so by me, 
I have a wif, the werste that may be, 
For though the fend to hire ycoupled were, 
She wolde him overmatche I dare wel swere. 
What shulde I you reherse in special 
Hire high malice ? she is a shrew at al. 

Ther is a long and a large difference 
Betwix Grisildes grete patience. 
And of my wif the passing crueltee. 
Were I unbounden, all so mote I the, 
I wolde never eft comen in the snare. 
We wedded men live in sorwe and care, 
Assay it who so wol, and he shal finde 
That I say soth, by seint Thomas of Inde, 
As for the more part, I say not alle ; 
Ood shilde that it shulde so befalle. 

A, good sire Hpste, I have jrwedded be 
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Thise monetheid two, and more not parde ; 
And jet I tiowe that he, that all his lif 
Wifles hath hen, thoagh that men wolde him rife 
Into the herte, ne conde in no manere 
Tellen bo mach sorwe, as I you here 
Cond tellen of my wives cnrsednesse. 

Now, quod onr Hoste, Marchant, so God yoa 
Sin ye so mochel knowen of that art, [blesse, 
Ful hertely I pray you tell us part. 

Gladly, quod he, but of min owen sore 
For sory herte I tellen may no more. 

de 9^acci^ante0 Cale. 

WHILOM ther was dwelling in Lumbardie 
A worthy knight, that bom was at Pavie 
In which he lived in gret prosperitee ; 
And sii^ty yere a wifles man was he, 
And folwed ay his bodily delit 
On women, ther as was his appetit, 
As don thise fooles that ben seculere. 
And whan that he was passed sixty yere» 
Were it for bolinesse or for doti^e, 
I cannot sain, but swiche a gret con^e 
Hadde this knight to ben a wedded man. 
That day and night he doth all that he can 
To espien, wher that he might wedded be ; 
Praying our lord to granten him, that he 
Mighte ones knowen of that blisful lif. 
That is betwix an husbond and his wif. 
And for to live under that holy bond, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



9138. Wbt inarcj^antes ^ale. 275 

With which God firste man and woman bond. 

Non other lif (said he) is worth a bene : 

For wedlok is so esy and so clene. 

That in this world it is a paradise* 

Thus saith this olde knight, that was so wise. 

And certainly, as soth as God is king, 
To take a wif, it is a glorious thing, 
And namely whan a man is old and hore, 
Than is a wif the fruit of his tresore ; 
Than shuld he take a jong wif and a faire, 
On which he might engendren him an heire 
And lede his lif in joye and in solas, 
Wheras thise bachelers singen alas, 
Whan that they finde any adversitee 
In love, which n'is bat childish vanitee. 
And trewely it sit wel to be so, 
That bachelers have often peine and wo : 
On brotel ground they bilde, and brotelnesse 
They finden, whan they wenen sikemesse : 
They live but as a bird or as a beste, 
In libertee and under non areste, 
Ther as a wedded man in his estat 
liveth a lif blisful and ordinat. 
Under the yoke of manage ybound : 
Wel may his herte in joye and blisse abound. 
For who can be so buxom as a wif? 
Who is so trewe and eke so ententif 
To kepe him, sike and hole, as is his make ? 
For wele or wo she n'ill him not forsake : 
She n*is not wery him to love and serve, 
Though that he lie bedrede til that he sterve. 

And yet som clerkes sain, it is not so, 
Of which he Theophrast is on of tho : 
What force though Theophrast list for to lie ? 
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Ne take no wif, quod he, for hasbondiiey 
As for to spare in houshold thy dispence : 
A trewe senrant doth more diligence 
Thy good to kepe, than doth thin owen wif. 
For she wol claimen half part al hire lif. 
And if that thou he sike, so Qod me save. 
Thy veray frendes or a trewe knave 
Wol kepe thee bet than she, that waiteth ay 
After thy good, and hath don many a day. 

This sentence, and an hundred thinges werse 
Writeth this man ther Grod his bones curse, ^ 
But take no kepe of al swiche vanitee, 
Defieth Theophrast, and herkeneth me. 

A wif is Ooddes yefte veraily ; 
All other maner yeftes hardely, 
As londes, rentes, pasture, or commune. 
Of mebles, all ben yeftes of fortune. 
That passen as a shadow on the waU : 
But drede thou not, if plainly speke I shal, 
A wif wol last and in thin hous endure, 
Wei lenger than thee list paraventure. 

Manage is a ful gret sacrament ; 
He which that hath no wif I hold him shent ; 
He liveth helples, and all desblat : 
(I speke of folk in seculer estat) 
And herkneth why, I say not this for nonght, 
That woman is for mannes helpe ywrought. 
The highe God, whan he had Adam maked. 
And saw him al alone belly-naked, 
God of his grete goodnesse saide than. 
Let us now make an helpe unto this man 
Like to himself, and than he made him Eve. 

Here may ye see, and hereby may ye preve. 
That a wif is mannes helpe and his comfort, 
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His paradk terrestre and his disport : 

So buxom and so yertuous is she, 

They mosten nedes live in unitee; 

O flesh they ben, and o flesh, as I gesse. 

Hath but on herte in wele and in distresses 

A wif ? a! seinte Marie, benedicitef 
How might a man have any adversite 
That hath a wif? certes I cannot seye. 
The blisse the which that is betwix hem tweye 
Ther may no tonge telle or herte thinke. 
If he be ponre, she helpeth him to swinke ; 
She kepeth his good, and wasteth never a del ; 
All that hire husbond doth, hire liketh wel ; 
She saith not ones nay, whan he saith ye ; 
Do this, saith he ; al redy, sire, saith she. 

O blisful ordre, o wedlok precious, 
Thou art so mery, and eke so vertuous, 
And so commended, and approved eke. 
That every man that holt him worth a leke, 
Upon his bare knees ought all his lif 
Thanken his God, that him hath sent a wif. 
Or elles pray to God him for to send 
A wif, to last unto his lives end* 
For than his lif is set in sikernesse, 
He may not be deceived, as I gesse. 
So that he werche after his wives rede ; 
Than may he boldly beren up his hede. 
They ben so trewe, and therwithal so wise. 
For which, if thoa wilt werchen as the wise^ 
Do alway so, as women wol thee rede* 

Lo how that Jacob, as thise clerkes rede, 
By good conseil of his mother Rebekke 
Bounde the kiddes skin about his nekke ; 
For which his fadres benison he wan. ^ j 
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Lo Joditby as the storie eke tell can. 
By good conseil she Ooddes peple kept, 
And slow him Holofemes while he slept. 

Lo Abigail, by good conseil how she 
Saved hire husbond Nabal, whan that he 
Shnld ban be slain. And loke, Hester also 
By good conseil delivered out of wo 
The peple of God, and made him Mardochee 
Of Assuere enhannsed for to be. 

Ther n*is no thing in gree superlatif 
(As saith Senek) above an humble wif. 
Suffer thy wives tonge, as Caton bit. 
She shal command, and thou shalt suffren it» 
And yet she wol obey of curtesie. 

A wif is keper of thin husbondrie : 
Wei may the sike man bewaile and wepe, 
Ther as ther is no wif the hous to kepe. 
I warne thee, if wisely thou wilt werche. 
Love wel thy wif, as Crist loveth his cherche : 
If thou lovest thyself, love thou thy wif. 
No man hateth his flesh, but in his lif 
He fostreth it, and therfore bid I thee 
Cherish thy wif, or thou shalt never the. 
Husbond and wif, what so men jape or play. 
Of worldly folk holden the siker way : 
They ben so knit, ther may non harm betide. 
And namely upon the wives side. 

For which this January, of whom I told, 
Considered hath within his dayes old 
The lusty lif, the vertuous quiete, 
That is in marii^e hony-swete. 
And for his frendes on a day he sent 
To tellen hem th' effect of his entent. 

With face sad, his tale he hath hem told : 
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He sayde, frendee, I am bore and old. 
And almost (God wot) on my pittes brinks. 
Upon my soule somwhat most I thinke. 
I have my body folily dispended, 
Blessed be Gk>d that it shal ben amended : 
For I wol ben certain a wedded man. 
And that anon in all the hast I can. 
Unto som maiden, faire and tendre of age, 
I pray yon shapeth for my mariage 
All sodenly, for I wol not abide : 
And I wol fonde to espien on my side, 
To whom I may be wedded hastily. 
Bat for as moche as ye ben more than I, 
Ye shnllen rather swiche a thing espien 
Than I, and wher me beste were to allien* 

But o thing warn I you, my frendes dere, 
I wol non old wif han in no manege : 
She shal not passen twenty yere certain. 
Old fish and yonge flesh wold I have fain. 
Bet is (quod he) a pike than a pikereU 
And bet than old beef is the tendre yeel. 
I wol no woman thirty yere of age, 
It is but benestraw and gret forage. 
And «ke thise olde widewes (God it wote) 
They connen so moch craft on Wades bote^ 
So mochel broken harm whan that hem lest, 
That with hem shuld I never live in rest; 
For sondry scoles maken subtil clerkes ; 
Woman of many scoles half a clerk is. 
But certainly, a yong thing men may gie, 
Right as men may warm wax with handes plie. 
Wherfore I say you plainly in a clause, 
I wol non old wif han, right for this cause. 

For if so were I hadde swiche ipeschance, 
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That I in hire ne coude have no plesance. 
Than shald I lede my lif in avoutrie^ 
And 80 streight to the devil whan I die« 
Ne children shuld I non upon hire geten : 
Yet wer^ me lever houndes had me eten. 
Than that min heriti^e shulde fall 
In straunge hondes : and this I tell yon all. 
I dote noty I wot the caus^ why 
Men shulden wedde : and furthermore wot I, 
Ther speketh many a man of mariage. 
That wot no more of it than wot my page, 
For which causes a man shuld take a wif« 
If he ne may not liven chast his lif. 
Take him a wif with gret devotion, 
Because of leful procreation 
Of children, to the honour of God above, 
And not only for paramour or love ^ 
And for they shulden lecherie eschue, 
And yeld hir dette whan that it is due : 
Or for that eche of hem shuld helpen other 
In meschefe, as a suster shal the brother, 
And live in chastitee ful holily. 

But, sires, (by your leva) that am not I, 
For God be thanked, I dare make avaunt, 
I fele my Ummes stark and suffisant 
To don all that a man belongeth to : 
I wot piyselven best what I may do. 
Though I be hoor, I fare as doth a tre. 
That blosmeth er the fruit y woxen be ; 
The blOsmy tre n*is neither drie ne ded : 
I fele me no wher hoor but on my hed. 
Min herte and all my limmes ben as grene. 
As laurer thurgh the yere is for to sene. 
And sin that ye han herd all min ratent. 
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I pray you to my will ye wolde assent. 

Diverse men diversely him told 
Of mariage many ensamples old ; 
Som blamed it, som praised it certain ; 
But atte lastOy shortly for to sain, 
(As all day falleth altercation 
Betwixen frendes in disputison) 
Ther fell a strif betwix his brethren two. 
Of which that on was cleped Placebo, 
Jnstinos sothly called was that other. 

Placebo sayd ; O January brother, 
Ful litel nede han ye, my lord so dere, 
Conseil to aske of any that is here : 
But that ye ben so ful of sapience, 
That you ne liketh for your high prudence, 
To weiven fro the word of Salomon. 
This word sayd he unto us everich on ; 
Werke alle thing by conseil, thus sayd he. 
And than ne shalt thou not repenten thee. 
But though that Salomon spake swiche a word, 
Min owen dere brother and my lord. 
So wisly God my soule bringe at rest, 
I hold your owen conseil is the best. 

For, brother min, take of me this motif, 
I have now ben a court-man all my lif» 
And God it wot, though I unworthy be, 
I have stonden in ful gret degree 
Abouten lordes of ful high estat : 
Yet had I never with non of hem debat, 
I never hem contraried, trewely. 
I wot wel that my lord can more than I ; 
What that he saith, I hold it firme and stable, 
I say the same, or elles thing semblable. 
A ful gret fool is any conseillour, 
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That serreCh anj lord of high faonoar. 
That dare presume, or ones thinken itf 
That his conseil shukl passe his lordes wit. 
Nay, lordes he no fooles, by my fay. 
Ye han yourselven shewed here to-day 
So high sentence, so holily, and wel, 
That I consent, and confirme every del 
Your wordes all, and your opinioun. 
By God ther n'is no man in all this toun 
Ne in Itaille^ coud bet han ysayd : 
Crist holt him of this conseil wel apaid. 
And trewely it is an high corage 
Of any man that stopen is in age. 
To take a young wif, by my hder kin : 
Your herte hongeth on a joly pin. 

Doth now in this matere right as you lest, 
For finally I hold it for the best. 

Justinus, that ay stilie sat and herd. 
Right in this wise he to Placebo answerd. 
Now, brother min, be patient I pray. 
Sin ye han said, and herkneth what I say^ 

Senek among his other wordes wise 
Saith, that a man ought him right wel ayise. 
To whom he yeyeth his lond or his catel. 
And sith I ought avisen me right wel, 
To whom I yeve my good away fro me, 
Wel more I ought avisen me, parde. 
To whom I yeve my body : for alway 
I wame you wel it is no childes play 
To take a wif without avisement. 
Men must enqueren (this is min assent) 
Wheder she be wise and sobre, or dronkelewe, 
Or proud, or elles other waies a shrew, 
A chidester, or a wastour of thv good. , 
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Or riche or poure^ or elles a man is wood. 

Al be it so, that no man finden shal 

Non in this world, that trotteth hoi in al, 

Ne man, ne beste, swiche as men can devise, 

Bat natheles it ought ynougfa suffice 

With any wif, if so were that she had 

Mo goode thewes, than hire vices bad : 

And all this axeth leiser to enquere. 

For God it wot, I have wept many a tere 

Fnl prively, sin that I had a wif. 

Praise who so wol a wedded mannes lif, 

Certain I find in it but cost and care, 

And observances of alle blisses bare. 

And yet, God wot, my neighebours aboute, 

And namely of women many a route, 

Sain that I have the moste stede&st wif. 

And eke the mekest on that bereth lif. 

But T wot best, wher wringeth me my sho. 

Ye may for me right as you liketh do. 

Aviseth you, ye ben a man of age. 

How that ye entren into mariage ; 

And namely with a yon g wif and a faire. 

By him that made water, fire, erthe, and aire. 

The yongest man, that is in all this route, 

Is besy ynow to bringen it aboute 

To ban his wif alone, trusteth me : 

Ye shul not plesen hire fully yeres three. 

This is to sain, to don hire ful plesance. 

A wif axeth ful many an observance. 

I pray you that ye be not evil apaid. 

Wei, quod this January, and hast thou saide ? 
Straw for Senek, and straw for thy proverbes, 
I counte not a panier ful of herbes 
Of scole termes; wiser men than thoj^^,,^ Google 



As thou hast herd, assented here right now 
To my purpos : Placebo, what saye ye ? 

I say it is a corsed man, quod he, 
That letteth matrimoine sikerly. 
And with that word they risen sodenly, 
And ben assented fully, that he sholde 
Be wedded whan him list, and wher he wolde. 

High &ntasie and curious besinesse 
Fro day to day gan in the soule empresse 
Of January about his manage. 
Many a &ire shap, and many a faire visage 
Ther passeth thurgh his herte night by night. 
As who so toke a mirrour polished bright. 
And set it in a comune market place, 
Than shuld he see many a figure pace 
By his mirrour, and in the same wise 
Gan January in with his thought devise 
Of maidens, which that dwelten him beside ; 
He wiste not wher that he might abide. 
For if that on have beautee in hire face, 
Another stent so in the peples grace 
For hire sadnesse and hire benignitee, 
That of the peple the gretest vols hath she : 
And som were riche and haddeu a bad name. 
But natheles, betwix ernest and game. 
He at the last appointed him on on, 
And let aU other from his herte gon, 
And chees hire of his owen aactoritee, 
For love is blind all day, and may not see. 
And whan that he was in his bed ybrought, 
He purtreied in his herte and in his thought 
Hire freshe beautee, and hire age tendre, 
Hire middel smal, hire armes long and sclendre, 
Hire wise governance, hire gentillesse. 
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Hire womanlj bering, and hire sadnesse. 

And whan that he on hire was condescended , 
Him thought his chois it might not ben amended) 
For whan that he himself concluded had, 
Him thought eche other mannes wit so bad. 
That impossible it were to replie 
Again his chois ; this was his fantasie. 

His frendes sent he to, at his instance. 
And praied hem to don him that plesance. 
That hastily they wolden to him come ; 
He wolde abregge hir labour all and some : 
Neded no more to hem to go ne ride, 
He was appointed ther he wolde abide. 

Placebo came, and eke his frendes sone, 
And alderfirst he bade hem all a bone, 
That non of hem non argumentes make 
Again the parpos that he hath ytake ; 
Which purpos was plesant to God (said he) 
And veray ground of his prosperitee. 

He said« ther was a maiden in the tonn. 
Which that of beautee hadde gret renonn, 
Al were it so, she were of smal degree, 
Sufficeth him hire youth and hire beautee : 
Which, maid (he said) he wold ban to his wif 
To lede in ese and holinesse his lif : 
And thanked God, that he might ban hire all. 
That no wight with his blisse parten shall : 
And praied hem to labour in this nede. 
And shapen that he faiUe not to spede. 
For than, he sayd, his spirit was at ese ; 
Than is (quod he) nothing may me displese. 
Save o thing pricketh in my conscience, 
The which I wol reherse in your presence. 
I have (quod he) herd said ful yore ago^ 
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Ther may no man ban parfite blisses two. 

This is to say, in erthe and eke in heven. 

For though he kepe him fro the sinnes seven, 

And eke from every branch of thiike tree, 

Yet is ther so parfit felicitee. 

And so gret ese and lust in manage. 

That ever I am agast now in min age. 

That I shal leden now so mery a lif, 

So delicat, withouten wo or strif, 

That I shal ban min beven in erthe here. 

For sin that veray beven is bought so dere 

With tribulation and gret penance. 

How shuld I than, living in swiche plesance 

As alle wedded men don with hir wives. 

Come to the blisse, ther Crist eteme on live is ? 

This is my drede, and ye, my brethren tweie, 

Assoileth me this question I preie. 

Justinus, which that hated his folie, 
Answerd anon right in his japerie ; 
And for he wold hb longe tale abrege, 
He wolde non auctoritee allege. 
But sayde, sire, so ther be non obstacle 
Other than this, God of his hie miracle, 
And of his mercy may so for you werche. 
That er ye have your rights of holy cherche. 
Ye may repent of wedded mannes lif. 
In which ye sain ther is no wo ne strif : 
And elles God forbede, but if he sent 
A wedded man his grace him to repent 
Wei often, rather than a single man. 
And therfore, sire, the best rede that I can, 
Despeire you not, but haveth in memorie, 
Paraventure she may be your purgatorie ; 
She may be Gpddes mene and Goddes whippe ; 
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Than sbal your soule up unto heven Bkippe 
Swifter than doth an arow of a bow. 
I hope to God hereafter je shal know^ 
That ther n'is non so gret felicitee 
In manage, ne never more shal be. 
That you shal let of your salyation. 
So that ye.use, as skill is and reson. 
The lustes of your wif attemprely, 
And that ye plese hire nat to amorously : 
And that ye kepe you eke from other sinne. 
My tale is don, for my wit is but thinne. 
Beth not agast hereof, my brother dere. 
But let us waden out of diis matere. 
The wif of Bathe, if ye ban understonde. 
Of mariage, which ye now ban in honde. 
Declared hath ful wel in litel space : 
Fareth now wel, God have you in his grace. 
And with this word this Justine and his bro- 
ther 
Han take hir leve, and eche of hem of other. 
And whan they saw that it must nodes be. 
They wroughten so by sleighte and wise tretee, 
That she this maiden, which that Mains bight, 
As hastily as ever that she might, 
Shal wedded be unto this January* 
I trow it were to longe you to tary, 
If I you told of every script and bond, 
By which that she was feoffed in his lond ; 
Or for to rekken of hire rich array* 
But finally yeomen is the day. 
That to the chirche bothe ben they went. 
For to receive the holy sacrament. [nekke, 

Forth cometh the preest, with stole about his 
And bade hire be like Sara and Rebekkej^ 
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In wisdome and in troathe of mariage : 
And sajd his orisons, as is usage, [blesse. 

And crouched hem, and bade Ood shuld hem 
And made all siker ynow with holinesse. 

Thus ben they wedded with solempnitee ; 
And at the feste sitteth he and she 
With other worthy folk upon the deis. 
Al ful of joje and blisse is the paleis, 
And ful of instruments, and of yitaille. 
The moste deinteous of all Itaille. 
Beforn hem stood swiche instruments of soun, 
That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphion, 
Ne maden never swiche a melodie. 
At every conrs in came loude minstralcie, 
That never Joab, tromped for to here, 
Ne he Theodoraas, yet half so dere, 
At Thebes, whan the citee was in doute« 
Bacchus the win hem skinketh al aboute, 
And Venus laugheth upon every wight, 
(For January was become hire knight, 
And wolde bothe assaien his corage 
In libertee, and eke in mariage) 
And with hire firebrond in hire bond aboute 
Danceth before the bride and all the route. 
And certainly I dare right wel say this, 
Ymeneus, that Ood of wedding is, 
Saw never his lif so mery a wedded man. 

Hold thou thy pees, thou poet Marciau, 
That writest us that ilke wedding mery 
Of hire Philologie and him Mercurie, 
And of the songes that the Muses songe : 
To smal is both thy pen and eke thy tonge 
For to descriven of this manage. 
Whan ftendre youth hath wedded stouping age. 
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Ther is swiche mirth that it may not he writen; 
Assaieth it yourself, than may ye witen 
If that I lie or non in this matere. 

Mains, that sit with so beuigne a chere, 
Hire to behold it semed faerie, 
Queue Hester loked never with swiche an eye 
On Assuere, sa meke a look hath she, 
I may you not devise all hire beautee ; 
But thus moch of hire beautee tell I may, 
That she was like the brighte morwe of May 
Fulfilled of all beautee, and plesance. 

This January is ravished in a trance, 
At every time he loketh in hire face, 
But in his herte he gan hire to manace, 
That he that night in armes wold hire streine 
Harder than eVer Paris did Heleine. 
But natheles yet had he gret pitee 
That thilke night ofFenden hire must he, 
And thought, alas, o tendre creature, 
Now wolde God ye mighten wel endure 
All my corage, it is so sharpe and kene ; 
I am agast ye shal it nat sustene. 
But God forbede, that I did all my might. 
Now wolde God that it were waxen night. 
And that the night wold lasten ever mo. 
I wold that all this peple were ago. 
And finally he doth all his labour. 
As he best mighte, saving his honour, 
To haste hem fro the mete in subtil wise. 
The time came that reson was to rise. 
And afler that men dance, and drinken fast, 
And spices all about the hous they cast, 
And ful of joye and blisse is every man, 
All but a squier, that highte Damian, 
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Which carf beforn the knight ful many a day : 
He was so la^isht on his kdj Mayy 
That for the veraj peine he was nie wood ; 
Almost he swelt, and swouned ther he stood : 
So sore hath Venus hurt him with hire brond, 
As that she bare it dancing in hire bond. . 
And to his bed he went him hastily ; 
No more of him as at this time speke I ; 
But ther I let him wepe ynow and plaine. 
Til freshe May wol rewen on his peine. 

O perilous fire, that in the bedstraw bredeth ! 
O famnler fo, that his service bedeth ! 
O servant traitour, false of holy hewe. 
Like to the nedder in bosom slie untrewe, 
God shelde us alle from your acquaintance ! 
O January, dronken in plesance 
Of manage, see how thy Damian, 
Thin owen squier and thy boren man, 
Entendeth for to do thee vilanie : 
Ood grante thee thin homly fo to espie. 
For in this world n'is werse pestilence. 
Than homly fo, all day in thy presence. 

Parformed hath the sonne his arke diurne, 
No longer may the body of him sojourne 
On the orisont, as in that latitude : 
Night with his mantel, that is derke and rude, 
Gan oversprede the hemisperie aboute : 
For which departed is this lusty route 
Fro January, with thank on eYery side. 
Home to hir houses lustily they ride, 
Ther as they don hir thinges, as hem lest, 
And whan they saw hir time, gon to rest. 

Sone after that, this hastif January 
Wol go to bed, he wol no longer tary. 
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He drinketh Ipocras, clarre, and vernage 
Of spices hot, to encresen his corage: 
And many a letuarie bad he ful fine, 
Swiche as the cursed monk dan Constantine 
Hath written in his book de Coitu ; 
To ete hem all he wolde nothing escbue : 
And to his privee frendes thus sayd he : 

For Goddes love, as sone as it may be, 
Let Yoiden all this bous in curteis wise. 
And they ban don right as he wol devise. 

Men drinken, and tbe travers drawe anon ; 
The bride is brought a-bed as still as ston ; 
And whan the bed was with the preest yble^sed, 
Out of the chambre hath every wight him dressed, 
And January hath fast in armes take 
His freshe May, his paradis, his make. 
He lulleth hire, he kisseth hire ful ofl ^ 
With thicke bristles of his herd unsoft, 
Like to the skin of houndfish, sharp as brcfre, 
(For he was shave al newe in his manere) 
He rubbeth hire upon hire tendre face, 
And sayde thus ; Alas ! I mote trespace 
To you, my spouse, and you gretly offend, 
Or time come that I wol doun descend. 
But natheles eonsidereth this, (quod he) 
Ther n'is no werkman, whatsoever he be. 
That may both werken wel and hastily : 
This wol be don at leiser parfitly. 
It is no force how longe that we play j 
In trewe wedlbk coupled be we tway 5 
And blessed be the yoke that we ben inne. 
For in our actes may ther be no sinne. 
A man may do no sinne with his wif, 
Ne hurt himselven with his oweu kuif : 
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For we have lave to play us by the law6. 

Thus laboureth he, til that the day gan dawe^ 
And than he taketh a sop in fine ckne. 
And upright in his bed than sitteth he. 
And after that he sang ful loud and clere. 
And kist his wif, and maketh wanton chere. 
He was al coltish, ful of ragerie. 
And ful of jergon, as a flecked pie. 
The slacke skin about his necke shaketh, 
While that he sang, so chanteth he and craketh. 
But Ood wot, what that May thought in hire herte, 
Whan she him saw up sitting in his sherte 
In his night cap, and with his necke lene : 
She praiseth not his playing worth a bene. 
Than sayd he thus ; my reste wol I take 
Now day is come, I may no lenger wake ; 
And doun he layd his hed and slept til prime. 
And afterward, whan that he saw his time. 
Up riseth January, but freshe May 
Held hire in chambre til the fourthe day. 
As usage is of wives for the beste. 
For every labour somtime moste han reste. 
Or elles longe may he not endure ; 
This is to say, no lives creature, 
Be it of fish, or brid, or best, or man. 

Now wol I speke of woful Damian, 
That langureth for love, as ye shul here ; 
Therfore I speke to him in this manere. 
I say, O sely Damian, alas ! 
Answer to this demand, as in this cas. 
How shalt thon to thy lady freshe May 
Tellen thy wo ? She wol alway say nay ; 
Eke if thou speke, she wol thy wo bewrein ; 
God be thin help, I can no better sein. 
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This sike Damian in Venus fire 
So brenneth, that he dieth for desire ; 
For Tirhich he pat his lif in aventare, 
No lenger might he in this wise endure^ 
Bat priyelj a peuner gan he borwe, 
And in a lettre wrote he all his sorwe^ 
In manere of a complaint or a lay. 
Unto his faire freshe lady May. 
And in a purse of silk, heng on his sherte, 
He hath it put, and layd it at his herte. 

The mone that at none was thilke day 
That January hath wedded freshe May 
In ten of Taure, was into Cancer gliden ; 
So long hath Mains in hire chainbre abiden. 
As custome is unto thise nobles alle. 
A bride shal not eten in the halle, 
Til dayes four or three dayes at the leste 
Ypassed ben, than let hire go to feste. 
The fourthe day complete fro none to none, 
Whan that the highe m^sse was ydone, 
In halle sat this January and May, 
As fresh as is the brighte somers day. 
And so befel, how that this goode man 
Remembred him upon this Damian, 
And sayde ; Seinte Marie, how may it be. 
That Damian entendeth not to me ? 
Is he ay sike ? or how may this betide ? 

His squiers, which that stoden ther beside, 
Excused him, because of his siknesse, 
Which letted him to don his besinesse : 
Non other cause mighte make him tary. 

That me forthinketh, quod this January ; 
He is a gentil squier by my trouthe, 
If that he died, it were gret harme and/Fouthe. 
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He is as wise, discrete and as secree, 
As any man I wote of his degree, 
And therto manly and eke servisable, 
And for to ben a thrifty man right able. 
Bat after mete as sone as ever I may 
I wol myselfe visite him, and eke May, 
To don him all the comfort that I can 
And for that word him blessed every man, 
That of his bountee and his gentillesse 
He wolde so comforten in siknesse 
His sqnier, for it was a gentil dede. 

Dame, quod this January, take good hede. 
At after mete, ye with your women alle, 
(Whan that ye ben in chambre out of this halle) 
That all ye gon to see this Damian : 
Doth him disport, he is a gentil man, 
And telleth him that I wol him visite, 
Have I no thing but rested me a lite : 
And spede you faste, for I wol abide 
Til that ye slepen faste by my side. 
And with that word he gan unto him calle 
A squier, that was marshal of his halle. 
And told him certain thinges that he wolde. 

This freshe May hath streight hire way yholde 
With all hire women unto Damian. 
Doun by his beddes side sit she than, 
Comforting him as goodly as she may. 

This Damian, whan that his time he say, 
In secree wise, his purse, and eke his bill. 
In which that he ywritten had his will. 
Hath put into hire hond withouten more. 
Save that he siked wonder xiepe and sore, 
And softely to hire right thus sayd he 5 
Mercie, and that ye nat discover me,: , 
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For I am ded, if that tbi» thing be kid. 
This purse hath she in with hire boBome hid. 

And went hire way ; ye get no more of me ; 

But unto January yeome is she, 

That on his beddes side «ate fnl soft. 

He taketh hire, and kisseth hire ful oft : 

And layd him doun to slepe, and that auon. 

She feined hire, as that she muste gon 

Ther as ye wote that every wight mot n#de ; 

And whan she of this bill hsih taken bede, 
She rent it all to cloutes at the last^ 

And in the privee softely it oast. 

Who studieth now but faire freshe May ? 
Adoun by olde January she lay, 
That slepte, til the cough hath him awaked : 
Anon he prayd hire stripen hire al naked. 
He wolde of hire, he said, have som plesanee ; 
And said, hire clothes did him encombrance^ 
And she obeieth him, be hire lefe or lotfa« 
But lest that precious folk be with me wroth, 
How that he wrought, I dai'e nat to you tefi. 
Or tvhed^r hire thought it paradis or hell ^ 
But ther I let hem werken in hir wise 
Til evesong rang, and that they must ariete^ 

Were it by destinee, or aventure^ 
Were it by influence, or by nature, 
Or constellation, that in swiche estat 
The heven stood at that time fbrtunat, 
As for to put a bill of Venus werkei» 
(For alle thing hath time, as sayn thiid clerkes) 
To any woman for to get hire love, 
I cannot say, but grete God above. 
That knoweth that non act is causeles, 
He deme of all, for I wol hold my pees* 
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But Both 18 thiB, how that this freshe May 

Hath taken swiche impression that day 

Of pitee on this sike Damian, 

That fro hire herte she ne driven can 

The remembrance for to don him ese. 

Certain (thought she) whom that this thing dis-i 



I rekke not, for here I him assure. 
To loye him best of any creature, 
Thoiigh he no more hadde than his sherte^ 

Lo, pitee renneth sone in gentil herte. 
Here may ye seen, how excellent franchise 
In women is whan they hem narwe aviso, 
Som tyraunt is, as ther ben many on. 
That hath an herte as hard as any ston. 
Which wold han lette him sterven in the place 
Wei rather than han granted him hire grace : 
And hem rejoycen in hir cruel pride, 
And rekken not to ben an homicide* 

Thi9 gentil May, fulfilled of pitee. 
Right of hire bond a lettre maketh she. 
In which she granteth him hire veray grace ; 
Ther lacked nought, but only day and place, 
Wher that, she might unto his lust suffice : 
For it shal be, right as he wol devise. 

And whan she saw hire time upon a day - 
To visiten this Damian goth this May, 
And sotilly this lettre doun she threst 
Under his pilwe, rede it if him lest. 
She taketh him by the bond, and hard him twist 
So secretly, that no wigbt of it wist, 
And bade him. ben all hoi, and forth she went 
To January, whan he for hire sent. 

Up riseth Damian the nexte morwe, 
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Al pa9sed was his siknesse and his sorwe; 
He kembeth him, he proineth him and piketli. 
He doth all that his lady lust and liketh $ 
And eke to January he gotli as lowe. 
As eyer did a dogge for the bo we. 
He is so plesant unto every man, 
(For craft is all, who so that don it can) 
That every wight is fain to speke him good ; 
And fully in his ladies grace he stood, 

Thus let I Damian about his nede, 
And in my tale forth I wol procedci 

Som clerkes holden that felicitee 
Stant in delit, and therfore certain he 
This noble January, with all his might 
In honest wise as lougeth to a knight, 
Shope him to liven ful deliciously. 
His housing, his array, as honestly 
To his degree was maked as a kinges* 
Amonges other of his honest thinges 
He had a gardin walled all with ston, 
So fa3nre a gardin wote I no wher non« 
For out of doute I veraily suppose, 
That he that wrote the Romant of the Ro^e, 
Ne cottde of it the beautee wel devise : 
Ne Pri^pus ne mighte not suffise, 
Though he be god of gardins, for to tell 
The beautee of the gardin, and the well, 
That stood .under a laurer alway grene, 
Ful often time he Pluto and his queue 
Proserpina, and alle hir faerie, 
Disporten hem and maken melodic 
About that well, and daunced, as men told. 

This noble knight, this January the old 
Swiche deintee hath in it to walke and pl&y« t 
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That he wol snffre no wight here the key, 

Sauf he himself, for of the smal wiket 

He bare alway of silver a cliket. 

With which whan that him list he it unshette. 

And whan that he wold pay his wives dette 

In somer seson thider wold he go, 

And May his wif, and no wight but they two ; 

And thinges which that were not don a-bedde, 

He in the gardin parfonrmed hem and spedde. 

And in this wise many a mery day 
Lived this January and ireshe May, 
But worldly joye may not alway endure 
To January^ ne to no creature. 

O soden hap, o thou fortune unstable, 
Like to the Scorpion so deceivable, 
That flatrest with thy hed whan thou wolt sting; 
Thy tayl is deth, thurgh thin enveniming. 
O brotel joye, o swete poyson queinte, 
O monstre, that so sotilly canst peinte . 
Thy giftesy under hewe of stedfastnesse, 
That thou deceivest bothe more and lesse^ 
Why hast thou January thus deceived, 
That haddest him for thy fal frend received ? 
And now thou hast beraft him both his eyen. 
For sorwe of which desireth he to d^en. 

Alas ! this noble January free, 
Amidde his lust and his prosperitee 
Is waxen blind, and that al sodenly. 
He wepeth and he waileth pitously 5 
And therwithall, the fire of jalousie 
(Lest that his wif shuld &11 in som folie) 
So brent his herte, that he wolde fain, 
That som man had both him and hire yslain ; 
For nother after his deth, ne in his lif, 
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Ne wold he that she were no love ne wif, 
But ever live as a widewe in clothes blake. 
Sole as the turtle that hath lost hire make. 
But at the last^ after a moneth or tway 
His sorwe gan asswagen, soth to saj. 
For whan he wist it might non other be. 
He patiently toke his adversitee : 
Save out of doute, he ne may nat forgon 
That he n'as jalous ever more in on : 
Which jalousie it was so outrageous. 
That neither in halle^ ne in non other hons, 
Ne in non other place never the mo 
He n'olde sufFre hire for to ride or go^ 
But if that he had honde on hire alway. 
For which ful often wepeth freshe May, 
That loveth Damian so brenningly, 
That she moste either dien sodenly, 
Or elles she moste han him as hire lest : 
She waited whan hire herte wold to-brest. 

Upon that other side Damian 
Becomen is the sorwefuUest man 
That ever was, for neither night ne day 
Ne might he speke a word to freshe May, 
As to his purpos of no swiche matere. 
But if that January must it here, 
That had an hand upon hire evermo. 
But nathelesy by writing to and fro, 
And privee signes, wist he what she ment. 
And she knew eke the fin of his entent. 

O January, what might it thee availe, 
Though thou might seen, as fer as shippes saile ? 
For as good is blind to deceiveid be, 
As be deceived, whan a man may see* 
Lo Argus, which that had an hundred eyen, > 
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For all that ever be coude pore or prien. 
Yet was he blent, and, Ood wot, so ben mo. 
That wenen wisly'that it be not so : 
Passe-over is an ese, I say no more. 

This freshe May, of which I spake of yore. 
In warme wex hath enprented the cliket. 
That January bare of the smal wiket. 
By which into his gardin oft he went ; 
Ajid Damian that knew all hire entent 
The cliket contrefeted prively $ 
Ther n'is no more to say, but hastily 
Som wonder by this cl^et shal betide, 
Which ye sfaul heren, if ye wol. abide. 

O noble Ovide, soth sayest thou, God wote. 
What sleight is it, if love be long and bote. 
That he n'ill find it out in som manere ? 
By Pyramus and Thisbe may men lere ; 
Though they were kept ful long and streit overall, 
They ben accorded, rowning thnrgh a wall, 
Ther no wight coude ban founden swiche s^ 

sleightCi 
But now to purpos ; er that daies eighte 
Were passed of the month of Juil, befill. 
That January hath caught so gret a will, 
Thurgh egging of his wif, him for to play 
In his gardin, and no wight but they tway. 
That in a morwe unto this May said he ; 
Rise up, my wife, my love, my lady free ; 
The turtles vois is herd, myn owen swete ; 
The winter is gon, with all his raines wete* 
Come forth now with thin eyen columbine. 
Wei fairer ben thy brests than ony wine. 
The gardin is enclosed all aboute ; 
Coxae forth, my white spouse, foruout of doute, 
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Thou hast me wounded in myn herte, o wif : 
No spot in thee n'as never in all thy lif. 
Come forth) and let us taken our disport, 
I chese thee for my wif and my comfort. 

Swicfae olde lewed wordes used he. 
On Damian a signe made she. 
That he shuld go before with his cliket. 
This Damian hath opened the wiket^ 
And in he stert, and that in swiche manere. 
That no wight might him see neyther yhere, 
And still he sit under a bush. Anon 
This January, as blind as is a ston, 
With Mains in his hand, and no wight mo, 
Into this freshe gardin is ago, 
And clapped to the wiket sodenly. 

Now, wif, quod he, here n'is but thou, and I, 
That art the creature that I best love : 
For by that lord that sit in heven above, 
I hadde lever dien on a knif^ 
Than thee offenden, dere trewe wif. 
For Ooddes sake, thinke how I thee chees, 
Not for no covetise douteles, 
But only for the love I had to thee. 
And though that I be old and may not see, 
Beth to me trewe, and I wol tell you why ; 
Certes three thinges shal ye win therby ; 
First love of Crist, and to yourself honour, 
And all min heritage, toun and tour« 
I yeve it you, maketh chartres as you lest : 
This shal be don to-morwe er sonne rest, 
So wisly God my soule bring to blisse ; 
I pray you on this covenant ye me kisse. 
And though that I be jalons, wite me nought ; 
Ye ben so depe enprented in my thought, ... 
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That whan that I consider your beautee. 
And therwithall the unlikely elde of me, 
I may not certes, though I shulde die, 
Forbere to ben out of your compagnie 
For veray love; this is withouten doute : 
Now kisse me, wif, and let us rome aboute. 

This fresbe May, Whan she thise wordes herd, 
Benignely to January answerd, 
But first and forward she began to wepe : 
I have, quod she, a soule for to kepe 
As wel as ye, and also min honour, 
And of my wifhood thilke tendre flour, 
Which that I have assured in your bond, 
Whan that the preest to you my body bond : 
Wherfore I wol answere in this manere. 
With leve of you, myn owen lord so dere. 

I pray to God that never daw that day. 
That I ne sterve, as fonle as woman may. 
If ever I do unto my kin that shame, 
Or elles I empeire so my name. 
That I be false ; and if I do that lakke. 
Do stripen me and put me in a sakke, 
And in the nexte river do me drenche : 
I am a gentil woman, and no wenche. 
Why speke ye thus ? but men ben ever untrewe, 
And women ban reprefe of you ay newe. 
Ye con non other daliance, I leve, 
But speke to us as of untrust and reprove. 

And with that word she saw wher Damian 
Sat in the bush, and coughen she began ; 
And with hire finger a sigue made she, 
That Damian shuld'dimbe up on a tre, 
That charged was with fruit, and up he went : 
For veraily he knew all hire entent, • 
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And every signe that she coude make, 
Wei bet than January hire owen make. 
For in a lettre she had told him all 
Of this matere, how that he werken shall. 
And thus I let him sitting in the pery. 
And January and May roming ful mery. 

Bright was the day, and blew the firmament; 
Phebus of gold his stremes doun hath sent 
To gladen every fiour with his warmnesse ; 
He was that time in Oeminis, I gesse. 
Bat litel fro his declination 
Of Cancer, Joves exaltation. 
And so befell in that bright morwe tide, 
That in the gardin, on the ferther side, 
Pluto, that is the king of Faerie, 
And many a ladie in his compagnie 
Folwing his wif, the queue Proserpina, 
Which that he ravissbed out of Ethna, 
While that she gadred floures in the mede, 
(In Claudian ye may the story rede, 
How that hire in his grisely carte he fette) 
This king of Faerie adoun him sette 
Upon a benche of turves freshe and grene, 
And right anon thus said he to his queue. 

My wif, quod he, ther may no wight say nay, 
The experience so preveth it every day, 
The treson which that woman doth to man. 
Ten hundred thousand stories tell I can 
Notable of your untrouth and brotelnesse. 

O Salomon, richest of all richesse. 
Fulfilled of sapience, and worldly glorie, 
Ful worthy ben thy wordes to memorie 
To every wight, that wit and reson can. 
Thus praiseth he the bount^e yet of man ; 
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Among a thousand men yet fond I on. 

But of all women fond I never non. 

Thus saith this king, that knewe your wikked^ 

nesse; 
And Jesus, Filius Sirach, as I gesse, 
He speketh of you but selden reverence* 
A wilde fire, a corrupt pestilence. 
So fall upon your bodies yet to-night : 
Ne see y« not this honourable knight ? 
Because, alas ! that he is blind and old, 
His owen man shal make him cokewold. 
Lo, wher he sit, the lechour, in the tree. 
Now wol I graunten of my majeste^ 
Unto this olde blinde worthy knight, 
That he shal have again his eyen sight. 
Whan that his wif wol don him vilanie i 
Than shal he knowen all hire harlotries 
Both in reprefe of hire and other mo^ 

Ye^ sire, quod Proserpine, and wol ye so ? 
Now by my modre Ceres soule I swere, 
That I shal yeve hire suffisant answere, 
And alle women after for hire sake ; 
That though they ben in any gilt ytake, 
With face bold they shul hemselve excuse. 
And here hem doun that wolden hem accuse. 
For lacke of answere, non of us shul dien. 
Al had ye seen a thing with bothe youre eyen, 
Yet shul we so visage it hardely, 
And wepe and swere and chid'en subtilly, 
That ye shul ben as lewed as ben gees. 

What rekketh me of your auctoritees ? 
I wote wel that this Jewe, this Salomon, 
Fond of us women fooles many on : 
But though that he ne fond no good woman, 
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Ther hath yfonden many an other man 
Women ful good, and trewe, and vertuous j 
Witnesse on hem that dwelte in Cristes hous, 
With martyrdom they preved hir Constance* 
The Romain Gestes maken remembrance 
Of many a veray trewe wif ako. 
Bat, sire, ne be not wroth, al be it so, 
Though that he said he fond no good woman, 
I pray yon take the sentence of the man : 
He ment thus. That in soverain bountee 
N*is non but God, no, nouther he ne she. 

Ey, for the veray God that n'is but on, 
What maken ye so moche of Salomon ? 
What though he made a temple, Goddes hous ? 
What though he riche were and glorious ? 
So made he eke a temple of false goddes, 
How might he don a thing that more forbode is ? 
Parde as faire as ye his name emplastre, 
He was a lechour, and an idolastre. 
And in his elde he veray God forsoke. 
And if ihat God ne hadde (as saith the boke) 
Spared him for his fathers sake, he sholde 
Han lost his regne rather than he wolde. 

I sete nat of all the vilanie, 
That he of women wrote, a boterflie. 
I am a woman, nedes moste I speke. 
Or swell unto that time min herte breke. 
For sin he said that we ben jangleresses. 
As ever mote I brouken hole my tresses, 
I shal nat sparen for no curtesie 
To speke him harm, that sayth us vilanie. 

Dame, quod this Pluto, be no lenger wroth. 
I yeve it up : but sin I swore min oth. 
That I wold graunten him his sight again^ 
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My word shal stand, that wame I 70a certaiii : 
I am a king, it sit me not to lie. 
And I, quod she, am quene of Faerie. 
Hire answere she shal ban, I undertake. 
Let as no more wordes of it make. 
Forsoth, quod he, I wol 70U not contrary. 

Now let us tume again to January, 
That in the gardin with his faire May 
Singeth wel merier than the popingay : 
You love I best, and shal, and other non. 

So long about the alleyes is he gon. 
Til he was comen again to thilke pery, 
Wher as this Damian sitteth ful mery 
On high, among the freshe leves grene. 

This freshe May, that is so bright and shene 
Gkin for to sike, and said ; alas my side ! 
Now, sire, quod she, for ought that may betide 
I moste have of the peres that I see, 
Or I moste die, so sore longeth me 
To eten of the smale peres grene : 
Help for hire love that is of heven quene. 
I tell you wel a woman in my plit 
May have to fruit so gret an appetit. 
That she may dien, but she of it have. 

Alas ! quod he, that I u'adde here a knave. 
That coude climbe, alas ! alas ! (quod he) 
For I am blinde. Ye, sire, uo force, quod she ; 
But wold ye vouchesauf for Goddes sake. 
The pery in with your armes for to take, 
(For wel I wot that ye mistrusten me) 
Than wold I climben wel ynough, (quod she) 
So I my fote might setten on your back. 

Certes, said he, therin shal be no lack. 
Might I you helpen with min herte blood. 
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He stoupeth doon, and on his back she stood^ 
And caaght hire by a twist, and up she goth. 
(Ladiesy I pray you that ye be not wroth, 
I can nat glose, I am a rude man :) 
And aodenly anon this Damian 
Gan pullen np the smock, and in he throng. 

And whan that Phito saw this grete wrong, 
To January he yaf again his sight, 
And made him see as wel as ever he might. 
And whan he thus had caught his sight again, 
Ne was ther never man of thing so fkin : 
But on his wif his thought was ever mo. 

Up to the tree he cast his eyen two, 
And saw how Damian his wife had dressed 
In swiche manere, it may not ben expressed, 
But if I wolde speke uncnrteisly. 
And up he yaf a roring and a cry. 
As doth the mother whan the child shal die ; 
Out ! helpe ! alas ! harow ! he gan to cry ; 

stronge lady store, what doest thou? 
Andishe answered : sire, what aileth you? 

Have patience and reson in your minde, 

1 have you holpen on both your eyen blinde. 
Up peril of my soule, I shal nat lien. 

As me was taught to belpen with your eyen, 
Was nothing better for to make you see. 
Than strogle with a man upon a tree : 
God wot, I did it in ful good entent. 

Strogle! quod he, ye, algate in it went. 
God yeve you both on shames deth to dien i 
He swived thee ; I saw it with min eyen ; 
And elles be I honged by the halse. 

Than isy qUod she, mj medicine al false. 
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For cerfatnlji if that ye mighten see, 
Ye wold not say thise wordes unto me. 
Ye have som glimsing, and no parfit sight. 

I see, quod he, as wel as ever I might, 
(Thanked he God) with both min eyen two, 
And by my feith me thought he did thee so. 

Ye mase, ye masen, goode sire, quod she ; 
Th^s thank have I for I have made you see : 
Alas ! quod she, that ever I was so kind. 

Now, dame, quod he, let al passe out of mind : 
Come doun, my lefe, and if I have missaid, 
God helpe me so, as I am evil apaid. 
But by my fadres soide, I wende have sein, 
. How that this Damian had by thee lein. 
And that thy smock had lein upon his brest. 

Ye, sire, quod she, ye may wene as you lest : 
But, sire, a man that waketh of his slepe. 
He may not sodenly wel taken kepe 
Upon a thing, ne seen it parfitly. 
Til that he be adawed veraily. 
Right so a man, that long hath blind ybe. 
He may not sodenly so wel ysee. 
First whan his sight is newe comen agein. 
As he that hath a day or two ysein. 
Til that your sight ysateled be a while, 
Ther may ful many a sighte you begile. 
Beware, I pray you, for by heven king 
Ful many a man weneth to see a thing. 
And it is all another than it semeth : • 
He which that misconceiveth oft misdemeth. 

And with that word she lep doun fro the tree. 
This January who is glad but he 7 
He kisseth hire, and clippeth hire ful oft. 
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And on liire wombe he stroketh hire fal^soft ; 
And to his paleis home he hath hire lad* 
Now, goode men, I pray you to be.glad. 
Thus endeth here my tsde of Januarie, 
Grod blesse us, and his moder Seinte Marie. 
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%^t &qufere0 ?9rolog;ue. 

BY Goddes mercy, sayde oure Hoste tho, 
Now swiche a wif I preie God kepe me fro. 
Lo^ swiche sleightes and subtilitees 
In women ben ; for ay as besy as bees 
Ben they us sely men for to deceive, 
And from a sothe wol they ever weive. 
By this Marchantes tale it preveth weL 
But natheles, as trewe as any stele, 
I have a wif, though that she poure be ; * 

But of hire tonge a labbing shrewe is she; 
And yet she hath an hepe of vices mo. 
Therof no force; let all swiche tbinges go. 
But wete ye what ? in conseil be it seyde. 
Me reweth sore I am unto hire teyde ; 
For and I shulde rekene every vice. 
Which that she hath, ywis I were to nice ; 
And cause why, it shulde reported be 
And told to hire of som of this comp^nie, 
(Of whom it nedeth not for to declare. 
Sin women connen utter swiche chaffare) 
And eke my wit sufficeth not therto 
To tellen all ; wherfore my tale is do. 

Squier, cqme ner, if it youre wiUe^bt^^^og,^ 
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And say lomwhat of love^ for certes je 

Connen theron as moche as any man. 

Nay, ure, qnod he, but swiche thing as I can 

With hertly wille, for I wol not rebellfe 

Agein yonre lust, a tale wol I telle. 

Have me excused if I speke amis ; 

My wille is good ; and lo, my tale is this. 



AT Sarra, in the lond of Tartaric, 
' Ther dwelt a king that werreied Russie, 
Thurgh which ther died many a doughty man : 
This noble king was cleped Cambuscan, 
Which in bis time was of so gret renoun. 
That ther n'as no wher in no regioun, 
So excellent a lord in alle thing : 
Him lacked nought that longeth to a kingi 
As of the secte of which that he' was borne. 
He kept his lay to which he was ysworne. 
And therto he was hardy » wise, and riche. 
And pitous and just, and alway yliche ; 
Trewe of his word, benigne and honourable ;. 
Of his corage as any centre, stable ; 
Yong, fresh, and strong, in armes desirous, 
As any bacheler of all his hous. 
A faire person he was, and fortunate. 
And kept alway so wel real estat, 
That ther n*as.no wher swiche another man.. 

This noble king, this Tartre Cambuscan, 
Hadde two sones by Elfcta his wi^ 
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Of which the eldest sone highte Algarsif^ 
That other was ycleped Camballo. 

A doughter had this worthy king also. 
That yongest was, and highte Canace : 
But for to tellen you all hire beautee, 
It lith not in my tonge, ne in my conning, 
I dare not undertake so high a thing : 
Min English eke is unsufficient» 
It muste ben a Rethor excellent, 
That coude his colours longing for that art. 
If he shuld hire descriven ony part : 
I am not swiche, I mote speke as I can. 

And so befell, that whan this Cambuscan 
Hath twenty winter borne his diademe. 
As he was wont fro yere to yere I deme, 
He let the feste of his nativitee 
Don crien, thurghout Sarra his citee, 
The last Idus of March, after the yere. 

Phebus the sonne ful jolif was and clere. 
For he was nigh his exaltation 
In Martes face, and in his mansion 
In Aries, the colerike bote signe : 
Ful lusty was the wether and benigne, 
For which the fbules again the sonne shene. 
What for the sesou and the yonge greue, 
Ful loude songen hir affections : 
Hem semed ban getten hem protections 
Again the swerd of winter kene and cold. 

This Cambuscan, of which I have you told, 
In real vestiments, sit on his deis 
With diademe, ftil high in his paleis ; 
And holt his feste so solempne and so riche» 
That in this world ne was ther non it liche. 
Of which if I shal tellen all the array, ^ , 
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Than wold it occupie a somers day ; 
And eke it nedeth not for to devise 
At evqiy conn the order of hir service, 
I wol not tellen of hir strange sewes, 
Ne of hir swannes, ne hir heronsewes. 
Eke in that lond» as tellen knightes old. 
Ther is som mete that is ful deintee hold. 
That in this lond men recche of it ful smal : 
Ther n*is no man that may reporten al. 
I wol not tarien yon, for it is prime. 
And for it is no fruit, but losse of time, 
Unto n^ purpose I wol have recours* 

And so befell that afler the thridde cours 
While that this king sit thus in his nobley, 
Herkii\g his ministralles hir thinges pley 
Befome him at his bord deliciously, 
In at the halle dore al sodenly 
Ther came a knight upon a stede of bras, 
And Jn his bond a brod mirrour of glas ; 
Upon his thombe.he had of gold a ring, 
And by his aide a naked swerd hanging : 
And up he rideth to the highe bord. 
In all the halle ne was ther spoke a word, 
For mervaille of this knight ; him to behold 
Ful besily they waiten yong and old. 

This strange knight that come thus sodenly 1 
Al armed save his bed ful richely, 
Salueth king and quene, and lordes alle 
By order, as they saten in the halle. 
With so high reverence and observance, 
As wel in speche as in his contenance, 
Thajt Oawain with his olde curtesie. 
Though he were come agen out of feerie, 
Ne coude him not amenden with a word. . . 
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And after this, beforn the highe bord 
He with a manly vois sayd his message. 
After the forme used in his langage, 
Withoaten vice of sillable or of letter. 
And for his tale shulde seme the better, 
Accordant to his wordes was his chere, 
As techeth art of speche hem that it lere. 
Al be it that I cannot soane his stile, 
Ne cannot climben over so high a stile. 
Yet say I this, as to comun entent, . 
Thus much amounteth all that ever he ment, 
If it so be that I have it in mind. 

He sayd ; The king of Arabic and of Inde, 
My liege lord, on thb solempne day 
Salueth you as he best can and may, 
And sendeth you in honour of your feste 
By me, that am al redy at your heste. 
This stede of bras, that esily and wel 
Can in the space of a day naturel, 
(This is to sayn, in four and twenty houres) 
Wher so you list, in drought or elles shoures, 
Beren your body into every place^ 
To which your herte willeth for to pace, 
Withouten wemme of you, thurgh foule or faire,. 
Or if you list to fleen as high in the aire. 
As doth an egle, whan him list to sore. 
This same stede shal here you evermore 
Withouten harme, till ye be ther you lest, 
(Though that ye slepen on his back or rest) 
And turne again, with writhing of a pin. 
He that it wrought, he conde many a gin ; 
He waited many a constellation, 
Or he had don this operation, 
And knew ful many a sele and many a I 
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This mirronr eke, that I have in in in hond, 
Hath swiche a might, that men may in it see, 
Whan ther shal falle ony adversitee 
Unto yonr regne, or to yourself also. 
And openly, who is your frend or fo. 
And over all this, if any lady bright 
Hath set hire herte on any maner wight. 
If he be false, she shal his treson see, 
His newe love, and all his snbtiltee 
So openly,* that ther shal nothing hide. 

Wherfore again this lusty somer tide 
This mirronr and this ring, that ye may se. 
He hath sent to my lady Canace, 
Your excellente dough ter that is here. 

The vertue of this ring, if ye wol here. 
Is this, that if hire list it for to were 
Upon hire thombe, or in hire purse it bere, 
Ther is no fonle that fleeth under heven. 
That she ne shal wel undcrstond his steyen. 
And know his mening openly and plaine. 
And answere him in his langage again : 
And every gras that groweth upon rote 
She shal eke know, and whom it wol do bote, 
All be his woundes never so depe and wide. 

This naked swerd, that hangeth by my side, 
Swiche vertue hath, that what man that it smite, 
Thurghont his armare it wol kerve and bite. 
Were it as thicke as is a braunched oke : 
And what man that is wounded with the stroke 
Shal never be hole, til that you list of graoe 
To stroken him with the platte in thiike place 
Ther he is hurt; this is as much to sain, 
Ye moten with the platte swerd again 
Stroken him in the wound, vid it wol close. 
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This is the veray soth withouten glose. 
It failleth not, while it is in your hold. 

And whan this knight hath thus his tale told. 
He rideth out of halle, and doun he light : 
His stede, which that shone as sonne bright, 
Stant in the court as stille as any ston. 
This knight is to his chambre ladde anon, 
And is unarmed, and to the mete ysette. 
Thise presents ben ful richelich yfette, 
l^his is to sain, the swerd and the mirronr. 
And borne anon into the highe tour, 
With certain officers ordained therfore ; 
And unto Canace the ring is bore 
Solempnely, ther she sat at the table ; 
But sikerly, withoaten any fable. 
The hors of bras, that may not be remned ; 
It stant, as it were to the ground yglued ; 
Ther may no man out of the place it drire 
For non engine^ of windas, or polive : 
And cause why, for they con not the craft, 
And therfore in the place they ban it laft. 
Til that the knight hath taught hem the manefe 
To Yoiden him, as ye shal after here. 

Gret was the prees, that swarmed to and fro 
To gauren on this hors that stondeth so : 
For it so high was, and so brod and long, 
So wel proportioned for to be strong. 
Right as it were a stede of Lumbardie ; 
Therwith so horsly, and so quik of eye, 
As it a gentil Poileis courser were : 
For certes, fro his tayl unto his ere 
Nature ue art ne coud him not amend 
In no degree, as all the peple wend. 

But evermore hir moste wonder wa8,>- .^^j . 
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How that it coude gon, and was of bras ; 
It was of faerie, as the peple semed. 
J)i verse folk diversely han demed ; 
As many heds, as many wittes ben. 
They murmured, as doth a swarme of been, 
And maden skilles after hir fantasies, 
Rehersing of the olde poetries, 
And sayd it was ylike the Pegasee, 
The hors that hadde winges for to flee, 
Or elles it was the Grekes hors Sinon, 
That broughte Troye to destruction, 
As men, mouu in thise olde gestes rede. 

Min herte (quod on) is evermore in drede, 
I trow som men of armes ben therin. 
That shapen hem this citee for to win : 
It were right good that al swiche thing were know. 
Another rowned to his felaw low, 
And sayd, He lieth, for it is rather like 
An apparence ymade by som magike, 
As JQgelours plaien at thise festes grete. 
Of sondry doutes thus they jangle and trete. 
As lewed peple demen comunly 
Of thinges, that ben made more subtilly. 
Than they can in hir lewednesse comprefaende ; 
They demen gladly to the badder ende. 

And som of hem wondred on the mirrour, 
That born w<as up in to the maister tour. 
How men mighte in it swiche thinges see. 

Another answerd, and sayd, it might wel be> 
Naturelly by compositions 
' Of angles, and of slie reflections ; 
And saide that in Rome was swiche on. 
They speke. of Alhazen and Vitellon, 
And Arjstotle, that writen in hir lives 
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Of queinte mirrours, and of prospective^, 
As knowen they, that han hir bookes herd. 

And other folk han wondred on the swerd. 
That wolde percen thurghout every thing : 
And.fell in speche of Telephus the king, 
And of Achilles for his queinte spere, 
For he conde withe it bothe hele and dere. 
Right in swiche wise as men may with the swerd, 
Of which right now ye have yourselveu herd. 
They speken of sondry harding of metall, 
And speken of medicines therwithall, 
And how, and whan, it shuld yharded be, 
Which is unknow algates unto me. 

Tho speken they of Canacees ring, 
And saiden all, that swiche a wonder thing 
Of craft of ringes herd they never non, 
Save that he Moises Ktid king Salomon 
Hadden a name of conning in swiche art. 
Thus sain the peple, and drawen hem apart. 

But natheles som saiden that it was 
Wonder to maken of feme ashen glas, 
And jet is glas nought like ashen of feme, 
But for they han yknowen it so feme, 
Therfore ceseth hir jangling and hir wonder. 

As sore wondren som on cause of thouder, 
On ebbe and floud, on gossomer, and on mist, 
And on all thing, til that the cause is wist. 

Thus janglen they, and demen and devise, 
Til that the king gan fro his bord arise. 

Phebus hath left the angle meridional, 
And yet ascending was the beste real, 
The gentil Leon, with his Aldrian, 
Whan that this Tartre king, this Cambuscan, 
Rose from his bord, ther as he sat ful hie : 
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Befonie him goth the londe minstralcie. 
Til he come to his chambre of pareinents, 
Ther as thej sounden divers instrumeots. 
That it is like an heven for to here. 

Now danncen lusty Venus children dere : 
For in the Fish hir lady set ful hie. 
And loketh on hem with a frendly eye. 

This noble king is set upon his trone ; 
This straunge knight is fet to him ful sone. 
And on the dauuce he goth with Canace. 

Here is the revell and the jolitee, 
That is not able a dull man to devise : 
He must ban knowen love and his servise. 
And ben a festlich man, as fresh as May, 
That shulde you deviseu swiche array. 

Who coude tellen you the forme of dannces 
80 uncouth, and so freshe contenaunces, 
Swiche subtil lokings and dissimulings. 
For dred of jalous mennes apperceivings ? 
No man but Launcelot, and he is ded. 
Therfore I passe over all this lustyhed, 
I say no more, but in this joliuesse 
I lete hem, til men to the souper hem dreese. 

The steward bit the spices for to hie 
And eke the win, in all this melodic ; 
The ushers and the squierie ben gou, 
The spices and the win is come anon : 
They etc and drinke, and whan this had an end. 
Unto the temple, as reson was, they wend : 
The service don, they soupen all by day. 

What nedeth you rehersen hir array ? 
Eche man wot wel, that at a kinges fest 
Is plentee, to the most and to the lest, 
And deintees mo than ben in my knowing. 
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At after souper goth this noble king 
To seen this hors of bras, with all a route 
Of lordes and of ladies him aboute. 
Swiche wondring was ther on this hors of bras, 
That sin the gret assege of Troye was, 
Ther as men wondred on an hors also, 
Ne was ther swiche a wondring, as was tho. 
But finally the king asketh the knight 
The yertue of this courser, and the might* 
And praied him to tell his governaunce. 

This hors anon gan for to trip and daunce, 
Whan that the knight laid bond up on his rein. 
And saide, sire, ther n is no more to sain, 
But whan you list to riden any where. 
Ye moten trill a pin, stant in his ere, 
Which I shal tellen you betwixt us two. 
Ye moten nempne him to what place also. 
Or to what contree that you list to ride. 

And whan ye come ther as you list abide. 
Bid him descend, and trill another pin, 
(For therin lieth the effect of all the gin) 
And he wol doun descend and don your will, 
And in that place he wol abiden still : 
Though al the world had the contrary swore, 
He shal not thennes be drawe ne be bore. 
Or if you list to bid him thennes gon, 
Trille this pin, and he wol vanish anon 
Out of the sight of every maner wight, 
And come agen, be it by day or night. 
Whan that you list to clepen him again 
In swiche a guise, as I shal to you sain 
Betwixen you and me, and that ful sone. 
Ride whan you list, ther n'is no more to done. 

Enfourmed whan the king was of the knight, 
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And hath conceived in his wit aright 
The maner and the forme of all this thing, 
Ful glad and blith, this noble doughty king 
Repaireth to his revel, as befome. 
The bridel is in to the tonr yborne, 
And kept among his jewels lefe and dere : 
The hors vanisht, I no't in what manere, 
Out of hir sighty ve get no more of me : 
Bnt thus I lete in lust and jolitee 
This Cambuscan his lordes festeying, 
Til that wel nigh the day began to spring. 



Pabs Secunda. 

The nonce of digestion, the slepe, 
Oan on hem winke, and bad hem taken kepe, 
That mochel drinke, and labour wol have rest : 
And with a galping mouth hem all he kest^ 
And saidy that it was time to lie adoun. 
For blood was in his dominatioun : 
Cherisheth blood, natures frend, quod he. 

They thanken him galping, by two by three ; 
And every wight gan drawe him to his rest, 
As slepe hem t)ade, they toke it for the best. 

Hir dremes shul not now be told for me ; 
Ful were hir hedes of fumositee, 
That causeth dreme, of which ther is no charge. 
They slepen til that it was prime large, 
The moste part, but it were Canace ; 
She was ful mesurable, as women be. 
For of hire father had she take hire leve 
To gon to rest, sone after it was eve ; 
Hire liste not appalled for to be, 
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Nor on the morwe nnfestliche for to see; 
And slept hire firste slepe, and than awoke. 
For swiche a joye she in hire herte toke 
Both of hire queinte ring, and of hire mirrour, 
That twenty time she chaunged hire colour ; 
And in hire slepe right for the impression 
Of hire mirrour she had a vision. 
Wherfore, or that the sonne gan up glide. 
She clepeth upon hire maistresse hire heside. 
And saide, that hire laste for to arise. 

Thise olde women, that ben gladly wise, 
As is hire maistresse, answerd hire anon, 
And said ; Madame, whider wol ye gon 
Thus erly ? for the folk ben all in rest. 
I wol, quod she, arisen (for me lest 
No longer for to slepe) and walken aboute. 

Hire maistresse clepeth women a gret route. 
And up they risen, wel a ten or twelve ; 
Up riseth freshe Canace hireselve. 
As rody and bri^t, as the yonge sonne. 
That in the ram is foure degrees yronne ; 
No higher was he, whan she redy was ; 
And forth she walketh esily a pas. 
Arrayed after the lusty seson sote 
Lightely for to playe, and walken on fote, 
Nought but with five or sixe of hire meinie ; 
And in a trenche forth in the paric goth she. 

The vapour, which that fro the erthe glode, 
Maketh the sonne to seme rody and brode : 
But natheles, it was so &ire a sight, 
That it made all hir hertes for to light. 
What for the seson, and the morwening, 
And for the foules that she herde*sing. 
.For right anon she wiste what they ment 
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Right bj hir song, and knew al hir entent. 

The knotte, whj that every tale is tolde, 
If it be taried til the lust be colde 
Of hem, that ban it herkened after jore^ 
The savour passeth ever lenger the more» 
For fulsnmnesse of the prolixitee : 
And bj that same reson thinketh me 
I shuld unto the knotte condescende. 
And maken of hire walking sone an ende. 

Amidde a tree for-dry, as white as chalk, 
As Canace was playing in hire walk, 
Ther sat a faucon over hire bed fill hie. 
That with a pitous vois so gan to crie, 
That all the wood resouned of hire cry. 
And beten had hireself so pitously 
With bothe hire winges, til the rede blood 
Ban endelong the tree, ther as she stood. 
And ever in on alway she cried and shright. 
And with hire bek hireselven she so twight. 
That ther n'is tigre, ne no cruel best. 
That dwelleth other in wood, or in forest. 
That n*olde ban wept, if that he wepen coude, 
For sorwe of hire, she shright alway so loude* 

For ther was never yet no man on live, 
If that he coude a faucon wel descrive. 
That herde of swiche another of fayrenesse 
As wel of plumage, as of gentiiesse. 
Of shape, of all that might yrekened be. 
A faucon peregrine semed she 
Of fremde lond, and ever as she stood, 
She swouned now and now for lack of blood, 
Til wel neigh is she fallen fro the tree. 

This faire kinges doughter Canace, 
That on hire finger bare the ^ueint^ ring, 
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That any foule may in his leden sain^ 

And coude answere him in his leden again, 

Hath understonden what this faucon seyd, 

And wel heigh for the routhe almost she deyd : 

And to the tree she goth ful hastily. 

And on this faucon loketh pitously. 

And held hire lap abrode, for wel she wist. 

The faucon muste fallen from the twist 

Whan that she swouned next, for faute of blood. 

A longe while to waiten hire she stood, 

Til at the last she spake in this manere 

Unto the hauk, as ye shul after here. 

What is the cause, if it be for to tell. 
That ye ben in this furial peine of hell? 
Quod Canace unto this hauk above ; 
Is this for sorwe of deth, or losse of love ? 
For as I trow^ thise be the causes two, 
That causen most a gentil herte wo. 
Of other harme it nedeth not to speke, 
For ye yourself upon yourself awreke. 
Which preveth wel, that other ire or drede 
Mote ben encheson of your cruel dede, 
Sin that I se non other wight you chace« 
For the love of God, as doth yourselven grace : 
Or what may be your helpe ? for west ne est 
Ne saw I never er now no brid ue best, 
That ferde with himself so pitously. 
Ye sle me with your sorwe veraily, 
I have of you so gret compassioun. 
For Goddes love come fro the tree adoun ; 
And as I am a kinges doughter trewe. 
If that I veraily the causes knewe 
Of your disese, if it lay in my might, 
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I wold amend it, or that it were night. 
As wislj help me the gret God of kind. 
And herbes shal I right jnongh yfind. 
To helen with your hurtes hastily. 

Tho shright this faucon yet more pitonsly 
Than ever she did, and fell to ground anon. 
And lith aswoone, as ded as lith a ston, 
Til Canace hath in hire lappe hire take^ 
Unto that time she gan of swoune awake : 
And after that she out of swoune abraide. 
Right in hire haukes leden thus she sayde. 

That pitee renneth sone in gentil herte 
(Feling his similitude in peines smerte) 
Is proved alle day, as men may see. 
As wel by werke as by auctoritee, 
For gentil herte kitheth gentillesse. 
I see wel, that ye have on my distresse . 
Compassion, my faire Canace^ 
Of veray womanly beoignitee. 
That nature in your principles hath set. 
But for non hope for to fare the bet. 
But for to obey unto your herte free. 
And for to maken other yware by me. 
As by the whelpe chastised is the leon, 
Right for that cause and that conclusion. 
While that I have a leiser and a space, 
Min harme I wol confessen er I pace. 
And ever while that on hire sorwe told. 
That other wept, as she to water wold. 
Til that the faucon bad hire to be still, 
And with a sike right thus she said hire till. 

Ther I was bred, (alas that ilke day !) 
And fostred in a roche of marble gray - 
So tendrely, that nothing ailed me. 
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I ne wist not what was adversitee, 
Til I /<;oud flee ful high under the skie. 

Tho dwelled a tercelet me j^te by. 
That semed welle of alle gentillesse, 
Al were he ful of treson and falsenesse. 
It was so wrapped nnder humble chere, 
And under hew of trouth in swiche manere, 
Under plesance, and nnder besj peine, 
That no wight coud have wend he coude feine. 
So depe in greyn he died his coloures. 
Right as a serpent hideth him under floures, 
Til he may see his time for to bite ; 
Right so this god of loves hypocrite 
Doth so his ceremonies and obeisance. 
And kepeth in semblaunt alle his observance, 
That souneth unto gentiilesse of love. 
As on ^ tombe is all the faire above, 
And under is the corps, swiche as ye wote ; 
Swiche was this hypocrite both cold and bote. 
And in this wise he served his enteut. 
That, save the fend, non wiste what he ment : 
Til he so long had weped and complained, 
And many a yere his service to me fained, 
Till that min herte, to pilous and to nice, 
Al innocent of his crowned malice, 
For-fered of his deth, as thoughte me, 
Upon his othes and his seuretee, 
Graunted him love, on this conditioun, 
That evermo min honour and renoun 
Were saved, bothe privee and apert ; 
This is to say, that, after his desert, 
I yave him all min herte and all my thought, 
(God wpte, and he, that other wayes nought) 
And toke hb herte in chaunge of min for ay. 
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But 80th 18 said, gon sitben is many a day, 
A trewe wight and a theef thinken not on. 
And whan he saw the thing so fer ygon^ 
That I had granted him fully my love, 
In swiche a guise as I have said above. 
And yeven him my trewe herte as free 
As he swore that he yaf his herte to me. 
Anon this tigre, ful of doublenesse, 
Fell on his knees with so gret humblesse. 
With so high reverence, as by his chere, 
So like a gentil lover, of manere, 
So ravished, as it semed, for the joye. 
That never Jason, ne Paris of Troye, 
Jason ? certes, ne never other.man. 
Sin Lamech was, that alderfirst began 
To loven two, as writen folk befome, 
Ne never sitben the first man was borne, 
Ne cottde man by twenty thousand part 
Contrefete the sophimes of his art; 
Ne were worthy to unbocle his galoche, 
Tber doublenesse of faining shuld approche, 
Ne coude so thanke a wight, as he did me. 
His maner was an heven for to see 
To any woman, were she never so wise ; 
So painted he and kempt, at point devise. 
As wel his wordes, as his contenance. 
And I so loved him for his obeisance. 
And for the trouthe I demed in his herte, 
That if so were that any thing him smerte, 
Al were it never so lite, and I it wist, 
Me thought I felt deth at myn herte twist. 
And shortly, so ferforth this thing is went. 
That my will was his willes instrument ; 
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This is to say, my will obeied bis will 
In alle tbing, as fer as reson fill, 
Keping tbe boundes of my worship ever: 
Ne never bad I thing so lefe, ne lever, 
As him, God wot, ne never shal no mo. 

This lasteth ienger than a yere or two. 
That I supposed of him nought but good. 
But finally, thus at the last it stood. 
That fortune wolde that he muste twin 
Out of that place, which that I was in. 
Wher me was wo, it is no question ; 
I cannot make of it description. 
For o thing dare I tellen boldely, 
I know what is tbe peine of deth therby, 
Swiche harme I felt, for be ne might byleve« 

So on a day of me be toke his leve, 
So sorweful eke, that I wend veraily. 
That he bad felt as mocbel harme as I, 
Whan that I herd him speke, and saw his bewe. 
But natheles, I thought be was so trewe. 
And eke that he repairen sbuld again 
Within a litel while, soth to sain, 
And reson wold eke that be muste go 
For his honour, as often bappeth so, 
That I made vertue of necessitee. 
And toke it wel, sin that it muste be. 
As I best might, I bid fro him my sorwe, 
And toke him by the bond, Seint John to borwe, 
And said him thus ; lo, I am youres ally 
Beth swiche as I have ben to you and sfaall. 

What be answerd, it nedeth not reberse ; 
Who can say bet than be, who can do werse ? 
Whan be bath al wel said, than bath he done. 
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Therfbre behoveth him a ful long spone, 
That shal ete with a fend ; thus herd I saj. 

So at the last he mnste forth his way, 
And forth he fieeth, til he come ther him lest. 
Whan it came him to parpos for to rest, 
I trow that he had thilke text in mind, 
That alle thing repairing to his kind 
Gladeth himself; thus sain men as I gesse : 
Men Ibven of proprejkind newefangelnesse. 
As briddes don, that men in cages fede. 
For though thou night and day take of henpi hede^ 
And strew hir cage faire and soft as silke. 
And give hem sugre, hony, bred, and milke, 
Yet right anon as that his dore is up, 
He witii his feet wol spurnen doun his cup. 
And to the wood he wol, and wormes ete ; , 
So newefangel ben they of hir mete, 
^ And loven noveltees of propre kind ; 
No gentillesse of blood ne may hem bind. 

So ferd this tercelet, alas the day ! 
Though he were gentil borne, and fresh, and gay. 
And goodly for to seen, and humble, and free, 
He saw upon a time a kite flee. 
And sodenly he loyed this kite so. 
That all his love is clene fro me ago : 
And hath his trouthe falsed in this wise. 
Thus hath the kite my love in hire service. 
And I am lorn withouten remedy. 

And with that word this faucon gan to cry, 
And swouneth eft in Canacees baroie. 
Gret was the sorwe for that haukes harme, 
That Canace and all hire women made ; 
They n'isten how they might tftje faucQft glade* 
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But Canace horn bereth hire in hire lap, 
And softely in piastres gan hire wrap, 
Ther as she with hire bek had hiirt hireselve. 

Now cannot Canace but herbes delve 
Out of the ground, and maken salves newe 
Of herbes precious and fine of hewe, 
To helen with this hauk ; fro day to night 
She doth hire besinesse, and all hire might. 
And bj hire beddes bed she made a mew, 
And covered it with velouettes blew, 
In signe of trouth, that is in woman sene; 
And all without the mew is peinted grene, 
In which were peinted all thise false foules. 
As ben thise tidifes, tercelettes, and owles ; 
And pies, on hem for to cry and chide. 
Right for despit were peinted hem beside. 

Thus lete I Canace hire hauk keping, 
I wol no more as now speke of hire ring. 
Til it come eft to purpos for to sain. 
How that this faucon gat hire love agaia 
Repentant, as the story telleth us, 
By mediation of Camballus 
The kinges sone, of which that I you told. 
But hennesforth I wol my processe hold 
To speke of aventures, and of batailles, 
That yet was never herd so gret mervailles. 

First wol I tellen you of Cambuscan, 
That in his time many a citee wan : 
And after wol I speke of Algarsif, 
How that he wan Theodora to his wif. 
For whom ful oft in gret peril he was, 
Ne had he ben holpen by the hors of bras. 
And after wol I speke of Cambalio, 

1 z 
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That fought in listes with the brethren two 
For Canace, er that he might hire winne^ 
And ther I left I wol again beginne. 
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